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To THE 



HON. STEPHEN VAN RENSSELAER* 

Sir, 

Were the various qualities which have so 
justly endeared you to society less extensively known, or 
less duly appreciated, it would be as much my duty as 
my pleasure to attempt a detail of the motives which 
have induced me to dedicate this little volume to you. 
But, happily for the inadequacy of my abilities, the pub- 
lic estimate of your reputation requires merely the re- 
mark that, in selecting a patron from amongst those whose 

names would enhance the respectability of any publica- 

a2 
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tioD, I could not but consider you one of the most dii- 
tinguished. 

It may not, Sir, be altogether irrelevant here to ob- 
serve, that, in the generosity and promptitude with which 
you have permitted me to inscribe this work to you, I 
recognize your determination to take even humble talent 
by the hand, and aid it Toward in its laudable exertions. 
How far the failure of many gifted American authors is 
attributable to the apathy of the influential, I am unable 
to say : but that it has been materially so, few will have 
the temerity to deny. If talent is to be produced to the 
country, it must be husbanded : if to be preserved, it must 
be guarded : and, as a first step towards its successful 
cultivation, America, and " the Magnates of the land," 
must arise from that unnational, unjust, and dishonouring 
servility which patronizes few publications, however ex- 
cellent, that bear not the recommendation of European 
criticism. 



Never probably was the truth of the position 

" *tis distance leodf enchaotmeot to the view/' 
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so practically iUiutrated as in this country. Week after 
week we see the literary refuse of a foreign market dis- 
goi^d upon these shores, and swallowed with the most 
wilful avidity ; and why ? because it comes recommended 
by the interested Reviewers of the British metropolis : and 
yet, Sir, it is well known that the press of Great Britain 
is not less venal in literary than in political assumptions. 
{Opinions are not purchaseable). Does not the question 
then naturally enforce itself here, " Is the slavery of the 
mind more endurable or less degrading than that of the 
body ?" — If not, the revolution of America is incomplete, 
and it is still necessary assiduously to inculcate that, while 
she possesses any intellectual promise, it must not be 
neglected, nor her children permitted to prostrate them- 
selves in exclusive worship before the shrines of Euro- 
pean literature. 



In advancing these observations, I am rather appre- 
hensive that, should the following poems ever appear be- 
fore one of the literary inquisitions of Great Britain, the 
whip and the wheel will have little repose : but they can 
be harmlessly endured, as, in these observations I am not 
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personally interested I am not, and hope rever to be» 
considered a professional poet. This unpretending little 
wotk is the amusement of such leisure as more import- 
ant and laborious duties have, from time to time, offered 
me. Should the public favour it vnth their approbati<m 
I shall feel happy in having solicited you to become its 
patron : should their verdict consign it to condemnation, 
I shall still enjoy the happiness of having been permitted, 
thus publicly, to inscribe myself, 

Sm, 

Your obliged servant, 

J. AUGUSTUS SHEA. 

New-Torx^ 
July. 1831. 
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CANTO I. 



ADOLPH. 



CANTO FIRST. 



I. 



Will, truth is stmnge ! aye, even than fiction stranger ! 
h etch man's life some passage of romance 
Appears, as bright mid deeds of death and danger — 
Gloiy, and — prize of prizes — Beauty's glance— 
And Fortime — ^human life's eternal changer, — 
As his, who aim'd at all by list and lance — 
Who hawked his love o'er mountains steep and stony, 
Or sweetly simg it \mder some balcony. 

B 
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n. 

When, from her trembling minarets, the East 
Saw Christendom around her Zion poured, 
And Spain, not Spain of Inquisition-priest, 
But Spain fresh laurelled from the Moorish sword,- 
Dazzled the earth with tournament and feast, 
And gathered round her gardens and her board, 
The fairest of our bosoms' fair invaders ; 
With princes, courtiers, bards and serenaders. 



Those were gay times when monarch woman bore 
The £M>vereignty, and man the titled sound 
And to her swelling bosom none could soar, 
But o'er the battle field and pennoned ground ; 
And knights, who failed to gain with victor gore, 
Heul gold to seek and craft to keep when found ; — 
Those were Romemce's play-days I allow, 
But then we're not without romancers now. 
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IV. 

r^e one at hand whom I would humbly proffer, 
Provided you will listen to his story ; 
No doubt it may be long ; but then 'twill off«r 
Pictures of love, and gallantry and glory ; 
And sometimes, nothing loth of scold and scoffer, 
A lesson for the bright-haired and the hoary : 
But while we're thus premising and impleading. 
Held we not better enter on our reading ? 



V. 

Searce fifteen summers passed o'er Adolph's head, 

When he was parentless and homeless too ; 

Cast on the world to earn his orphan bread ; 

A world where friends are faithless as they 're few. 

Little he learned and little had he read ; 

And his soft, snow-white hand no labour knew : 

He had a mind yet undeformed by art, 

A gentle face, but far more gentle heart. 
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VI. 



When morning looked along the golden east, 
Adolph would walk the solitary strand, 
Behold the gorgeous sky as it increased, 
And watch its influence o'er the sea and land ; 
See every beam upon the sweet dews feast, 
And hill and vale, as by some wizard's wand, 
FiUed with a million re-awakened flowers. 
And then exclaim, " a glorious world is ours P* 



yn. 

" Why do I hear the young and happy heart 

Filling its home with misanthropic sighs ? 

Why do I segy^mid gilded halls, depart 

Health from 4ie cheeks and gladness from the eyes ? 

Why do I soe some self-tormenter start, 

And fret and foam by which he daily dies, 

And these where pleasure falls in golden showers ? 

'Tis strange — 'tis strange ( a glorious world is ours I** 
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vin. 

" From the day-s birth hour to the evening's close, 
I can find music in the rushing ocean ; 
Fruit on the tree and fragrance in the rose ; 
Pictures in th' eve-clouds' panoramic motion ; 
Freshness and peace in the green vale's repose ; 
And mountain-altars for the soul's devotion ; 
Morals in streams that flow, and flowers that fall ; 
Beauty in each— omnipotence in all." 



IX. 

" * Qui fit Macenas' et cetera^*-'tis a question 

Still standing like a cause without effect ; 

The world's unphilosophic indigestion 

Treats it with most impassive disrespect ; 

Blankind ( I'm grieved the world has nought to rest you on, 

But as for me, while those fair fields are deck'd 

Wth feasts of fruitage and with beds of flow'rs, 

I still must say, a glorious world is ours 1" 

h2 
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X. 

Thus would the orphan Adolph muse and think, 
When mingling with the world's complaining throng; 
Thus would he weave his thoughts' impolished hnk, 
(For spite oi friends^ advice he'd speak in song,) 
Thus watch the rough wave from some beetling brink, 
And let his rhymes as r6ughly roll along. 
Sages ! if this were profitless employ, 
Adolph, you know, was but a friendless boy ! 



Boyhood ! the word hath ma^c in its sound ; 
When the young laughing l^eart made holiday- 
Ran thro' the simny noon i\k restless round, 
Then sank to slumber soft, o'ercome with play ; 
And even in sleep a world of pleasure foimd, 
And wandered with his p^ymates far away ; 
Plundered again the lixualets from their nest, 
And warmed them^th as innocent a breast : 
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XII. 

I if his kite still caught his straining view ; 
p with some chivalric rival roll'd ; 
dc boat around the basin blew ; 
when well the long-aimed marble told ; 
I his troop, which, every moment, grew 
3ontroulable and imcontrouled — 
y — happy — Chappy— happy time— 
[uaterque — without care or crime. — 



XIU. 

hood changes like a chrysatis, 

IS many changes of existence. 

ks from out his web-like world of bliss, 

re's sole and motherlike assistance : 

gay butterfly, he roams to kiss 

beauty-flowers, regardless of resistance, 

t forgetting all his moral lessons, 

ins those he meets of their quintessenoe. 
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XIV. 

And the attendant passions, free and &st, 

In the dilated bosom's garden grew ; 

And soon, tho' still as various and as vast. 

The forest's foliage and the ocean's blue, 

Did he forget or loathe them : they had past, 

As friends of " auld lang syne" give place to new : 

New ends — ^new thoughts — ^new faces and new feelings, 

And th' future's bright millennium of revealings. 



XV. 

How truly does the human heart unfold. 
And grow towards great nature's wond'rous end, 
The means as wond'rous still. Untaught — ^untold 
Towards one goal our aspirations tend ; 
Where we're remodelled in another mould, 
And sent our solitary way to wend : 
Love — ^fear — ^hope— envy — ^pride— ambition — ^power- 
Glory — ^hate-^avarice for our death and dower. 
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XVI. 

life is but death from manhood to the grave ; 

The passions fill our funeral, and bear on, 

A^ winds, that, while the ship rides safely, rave, 

^d sink into a sated calm, when gone : 

Yet why should we be weeping o*er that wave — 

[, ere I pass the mortal rubicon, 

One moment will forget the other shore, 

^d make the waves return me " one cheer more !^ 



xvn. 

^d one by one did Adolph cast away 

^11 that, in younger years, he found amusing : 

He wondered how the trinkets of past play 

[]k)uld be considered, even by boys, worth using ;^ 

His lyre imparted a maturer lay, 

^d proved how fast young passions were infusing 

rheir's with his spirit ; and he now divided 

rhat lay 'twixt different themes, as you and I did. 



:^^^. 
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XVIII. 

He still admir'd the silence of the shore ; 
But then another should be there to share it : 
The song at which the boatman dropped his^oar ; 
But then another should be there to hear it : 
When mute, some bank to lean his forehead o*er ; 
But better should another's bosom bear it : 
The embracing breeze, but happier by the double, 
Were woman there to save that breeze the trouble 



XIX. 

Woman ! how early doth thy magic mingle 
With every dream of every heart below — 
The rich, the poor, the married and the single ; 
The last they say are happiest — I don't know ; 
For when I felt the name of woman tingle 
In my yoxmg ears I was nor boy nor beau, 
And wed in that ambiguous betweens 
Which never let me know what " single" means. 
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Nofw Adolph most religiously attended 

EGs church, and paid attention to his prayers ; 

But more (a practice which he shoiild have mended^) 

To heaven's fair clients as they came up stairs ; 

And towards them was he vigilantly bended, 

That wheat may not be lost amid the tares ; 

So that when Beauty came he may refer 

The aspirations of his soul to her. 



Then when the terminati0n would draw nigh, 
Adolph would at the portal take his stand, 
To see th' unconscious id(d passing by, 
And touch his chapeau with a courtier's hand : 
And utter such a deeply wilful sigh, 
As even a saint could not misunderstand : 
And if it rained, out spoke the happy fellow, 
" Madam, do deign to honor my umbrella 1" 
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xxn. 

" You're very kind, Sir ! but my caxriage waits 1" 

" Madam, they're thick as at Lord Money's marriagei 
" Permit me then to see you to the gates, 

" The rain falls fast, and you may have a tarriage : 
" Moroever, Ma'am I the unpropitious Fates 

" May turn your hop'd-for carriage to nuss-carriage I" 
" Oh I no. Sir ! I can recognize my driver !" 
" My arm 1 

" What ails it, Sir 1 ha, 'tis M'lvor I" 



'* La 1 bless me, what a cruel fuss it is, 

Pressing and crowding so on one another 1" 
" I'll lead. Ma'am, and you shan't be long a-miss : 
• " M'lvor ! here I 

" I wish I had my brother, 
" That he^kind Sir I may give you thanks for this !" 

^'In^d ? I thought that it could be no other I 
" Is he not in — 

« The (guards ! Fitz-Eustace Trimly ? 
" Yes, yes, and you're his beautiful fac-simile I" 
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** Then you have known him, Sir ? 

" Yes ! many a day ! 

" At the Divan we*ve oft^ sate together ! 
" Sometimes we'd stroll in there to wait the play ; 

" Drink coffee — smoak cigars and puff a feather. 
"Or— 

" Does Fitz-Eustace smoak ? do tell me ! — pay ?" 
« How vile !"— 

" No, Ma'am ! except in wet, cold weather I" 
Just now the " untoward" carriage onward roll'd, 
With driver dressed in livery laced with gold. 



She gave him, then, the Trimly House address ! 

" If chance," she s€iid, "should thither guide your roan;- 
(" You could not think to come ten miles express ;) 

" 111 then be most desirous to atone 
" For your distinguished gallantry's excess !" 

" Ten thousand miles to see yourself aione 
"Were but a trifle. Madam !" 

" Sir, adieu !" 
Efe doflfd his hat, bowed lowly, and withdrew ! 
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xxm. 

Adolph now saw that on the amorous stage 
He was no unsuccessful debutante, 

Considering his unintriguing age, 

And that his opportunities were scant. 

His spirit soared to true Parnassian rage, 
Intoxicated as a mad Bacchante ; 

And home he fled as quick as lightnings plaj, 

Upsetting several children in his way. 



XXIV. 

And now and then his phrenzied eje would roll 
Along the living sky, to spize a thought ; 

He watched the warrior clouds that westward stole 

In mantles dark, with gold and saffron wrought. 

Sun, streams and flowers to his enkindled soul 
Their tributary illustration brought ; 

And soon the versifying diagnosticks 

Ripened to several sonnets and acrosticks* 



APOLPH. 97 



^crofiitfc. 



Man, in the world's begirp^iing, slept away 
In vacant dreams the solitary day ; 
Senseless and sad was he, till woman's eyes 
Smiled on the scene and made it paradise. 



Thus, Eve of my lone world ) — ^for it is lone 
Reft of the only lift its lord had known — 
I felt unhappy, yet I knew not why \ 
Mid fields and flowers my language was a sigh ; 
Lake Eden's first, I foimd the breathing spell ; 
You were the want I felt, but could not tell. 
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XXV. 

This was a boyish flash : — ^he soon became 

Himself again. He never fancied faces 

Whose blood contained aristocratic flame ; 

Whose couch of silk was spread in fortune's places. 

He rather loved the unassuming dame, 

Whose features beamed her heart's unconscious graces. 

On such he passionately loved to look, 

Because their faces were their bosoms' book. 



XXVI. 

Adolph had now attained his eighteenth year ; 

A very amatory age, no doubt. 
When every glance we feel, and sigh we hear, 

But bring the full-blown flowers of passion out ; 
And every love-word's kept for woman's ear, 

At masquerade or ball, at play or rout : 
Each formed to lead her trusting heart astray, 
Wooing to win, and winning to betray. 
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xxvn. 

But such was not of Adolph's soul ; he saw 

Woman as rich in sinlessness as bloom ; 

And sigh'd that she should bend beneath the law 
That makes our final tenement the tomb : 

That lips whence he his soul's rich food may draw, 

And eyes that, when they oped, dispelled its gloom ; 

And bosom that would make a seraph sigh 

For its elastic warmth, should ever die. 



xxvni. 

Fve seen him hours on hours gaze on a child, 
A lovely female child with eyes of blue. 

And golden hair luxuriantly wild, 

Which ever and anon she backward threw, 

And every curl with varying lustre smiled. 

As yellow harvests with the morning dew ; 

And then she laughed, and fawn-like^ leaped away, 

To join her partners and partake their play. 

c2 
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XXIX. 

And he would watch her mid the infant crowd, 

And mark her young heart's bursting exultation ; 

The eye enkindled and the laughter loud, 

Like th* Arab genii's treacherous divination. 

It is the sun that gilds and paints the cloud 

While floating by within his elevation. 

But see ! the beam is past-«-the cloud is dun ; 

life is that cloud, and childhood is that sun. 



" Sweet child I thy fcither's hope — thy mother's pride, 
" The idol of their mutual love and care j 

" Thou'lt grow like the young palm tree by their side, 

"Thy dew their kiss — thy breeze their breath of prayer ; 

" And they will be thy guardian and thy guide ; 

" TOl some gay heart will see thee wond'rous fair — 

*' Take thee unskilled the wicked world to roam, 

" To hrave the storm or founder in the &)am I" 
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XXXI. 

" I know not how it is ; but when the lyre 

'' Of the enraptured bard would sing the {nraise 

" Of woman, and the virtuous desire 

" She shoots into his heart, as suns do rays, 

" Tears come to darken and to damp its fire, 

" And sorrow's wailing mingles with his lays — 

" Thorns are her path from girlhood to the grave, 

" Of love and man the martyr or the slave." 



xxxn. 

Such was the theme of Adolph's artless strings ; 

Such the chameleon-food his spirit found, 
When he would fly from less ideal things, 

To walk on his accustomed evening round ; 
To hear the music of the zephyrs' wings. 

Which o'er him waved with soft, balsamic sound, 
And seemed to him the breath of beauty's daughtere, 
Singing a&r beside the &Uing waters. 



( 
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XXXTTT. 

Now Adolph deemed the wedded life divine, 

And sought some hecurt as loving as his own ; 

That he may to her sovereignty resign 

The unpolluted — undivided throne 

Of his enamoured spirit ; and recline 

Upon a hosom which had never known 

The touch of sin — ^with its own lustre smiling, 

Young, gentle, undefiled and undefiling. 



XXXIV. 

He went to church of course ; but I must say 

His thoughts could never shoot as far as heaven ; 

When halfway up they always went astray ; 

And he would start to find them downward driven, 

Settling on some young creature fair as May, 

When leaves and blossoms to the bowers are given. 

And there they lingered, frailly fugitive : 

But we^ye been boys ourselves, and must forgive. 
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XXXV. 

One Sunday, in the summer'e &ir beginning, 
He went into the temple to adore ; 

And, sinking to his wonted mode of sinning, 
Beheld a face he had not seen before ; 

" Not very handsome, but extremely winning." 

And as he gazed, he loved her more and more. 

We*ll just observe the outlines of her cast, 

As she became his first love and his last. 



XXXVI. 

Her young, elastic form knew no defect ; 

Glad as the free gazelle and light as air ; 
Her feet were beautiful as vou could select 

Amid the far-famed Oriental fair ; 
By feshion*s fickle trickery undecked, 

Like that of the Madonna, did her hair 
Spiritually repose along the snow 
Of the half-bended brow that shone below. 



j 
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xxxvn. 

Her eyes were blue as heaven, irom which thej seemed 

To have drawn the sacred fire that seized your souli 

When from beneath the silk-bound lids they beamed, 
And sinlessly your love and reason stole : 

And you'd have longed to have one moment dreamed 
Upon her rounded bosom's virgin knoll ; 

And the unrifled buds that lay below, 

Like crimson berries cast upon the snow. 



xxxvm. 

Her cheek displayed the lily and the rose — 

Her ever smiling lips the innocent pleasure. 

Which always the unguilty heart bestows, 

Making her wealthier than Golconda's treasure. 

Such was her form. — Omniscience only knows 

The silent virtues treasured without measure 

Into her heart, increasing from her birth ; 

For it was yet untouched by things of earth. 
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XXXIX. 

And Adolph loved her ; and he longed to be 

Near her, and gaze upon her gentle face, 

He cared not for the passion-lights that see 
Of love but the unspiritual embrace ; 

He loved her with the soul that loved to flee 

From th* erring crowd to mark the sunset's pace. 

FcHT, like that sun, the zone of light that bound her 

Was brighter than the world that moved around her. 



XL. 

With love came love's companions, Hope and Fear : 
And Adolph longed to see the Sabbath day, 

That he may at the worship-house appear ; 
And, after six days' feverish delay, 

Behold that face so dangerously dear. 

And, while beholding, melt in dreams away ; 

Like saints when kneeling at th' absording shrine ; 

Or like the pearl in Cleopatra's wine. 
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And he would picture hours of unborn eves 

When, with that heaven-eyed virgin by his side, 

Sitting within the willow's house of leaves 

That stood beside the streamlet's minstrel tide ; 

He could relate how boyhood's heart receives 
Excess of joy, when beauty has replied 

With words which are his wealth, and pride and pleasure ; 

For woman's love is like Aladdin's treasure. 



XLII. 

It was a glorious sabbath mom — the people 

Were thronging to their usual devotion ; 

Bells poured their mingling music from each steeple, 
Even sweeter than the song of summer ocean, 

When each pursuing wave melts to a ripple ; 

So Adolph quickly put himself in motion ; 

Had more than usual trouble at his toilet, 

And with his hair, lest the rude air should spoil it. 
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XTiTTT. 

Well 1 Adolph came and knelt, and sighed and prayed,- 
Prajed meet devoutly that he might behold, 

Amid the growing crowd, his " blue-eyed maid t" 

His prayer was granted ere its breath was cold ] 

He saw once more her hair's Madonna-braid, 

Her eyes' soft languish and her figure's mould : 

[Her cheek was pale — ^he smiled ! — ^but could not tell 
ly he should smile to see her look unwell. 
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watched her every motion : if the breeze 
Happened to waft a lock from out its place, 
[e wished to have a breeze's wing to seize 
Such oppcMTtunity to kiss her &ce : 
If I told half he wished it might displease. 
At last he wished to be the bit of lace 
That bound the violets, lest she should lose 'ehi, 
That rose and sank upon her budding bo0OJiu'«r#L*' 
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They met — they spoke — ^they loved I When evening came, 
And, to the golden baths which ocean gave, 

_ * 

The Sun went down to cool his brow of flame, 

And, lengthening o'er the strand, wave after wave 

Made murmuring music, then would Thyrza's name 
EQs heart and soul absorbingly enslave : 

For nature, in her most controuling hour, 

Had nought for him like absent Thyrza's power. 



*.' 



.1 
XLVI. 

There is a well-remembered walk, whose trees 
Hang from their meeting arms a canopy 

Of woven leaves, thro' which the busy breeze 
Admits the sun-gems to the sparkling Lee ; 

Here lovers wander thick as summer bees ; 
Some to unite, and some to disagree : 

Thither went Adolph, not to join the throng, 

But thus to speak his burning soul in song : 
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When far the fields of boundless space 
Th' unprisoned soul unfurls his wing. 

Its home an undiscovered place, 
Its mem'rj an unheeded thing. 

Oh ! happy he who then reposes 

With thee, to brighten death's eclipse* 

By the pure love thy heart discloses 

In blessings thro' thy trembling lips. 

« 

The courier dove that left my ark 

Returned with promise green and bright 
My fate has never yet been dark. 

And yet my hope assumes no light ; 
It is not t^t the world possesses 

N(^4hann to win a mortal's love ; 
Bu t that the soul forever presses 

Fowaid for lands that lie above. 

Yet ! if the world can e'er reveal 

Aught to console us while we die, 
It is to see — to hear — to feel 

Our fond and sinless partner nigh. 
To feel her tear of sorrow falling, 

To see her hope imspoken shine, 
To deem her voice an angel's calling — 

Thyrza ! with thee such death be mine. 
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XLVII. 

'Tis a dark subject for a lover's lyre ; 

At least 'tis not the subject / would choose ! 
No ! let me rather at the steak expire, 

With wine, in which I'll, dying, dye my muse ! 
Did I, Anacreon ! ever tame the fire 

Of love with griefs unalcoholic dews ? 
Even wanting change^ did I betmy thy wishes ;] 
And turn like " them erio" dyii^ig Dolphin fishes 1 



i^. 



XLvm. 

No— no ! I'd sooner give the change to others 

Than change myself, Anacreon ! so would Moore, 

Who's made you known to daughters and to mothers ; 
And, with true Teian gallantry, be sure. 

Not one of thy exuberant sighs he smothers, 
But spreads a golden veil- work to allure ; 

Behind which souls like Jupiter and Juno 

Can just— or jest — or — ^but no matter ! you know. 
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XLUL 

MoreoYer, glorious bard of wit and wine, 

And, &r more strong than either, Beauty's sighs ; 
He's added several LUtk hints to thine, 

Which, I am proud to say, our daughters prize, 
And keep beneath their pillows 'till thej pine, 
Like autumn firuit in love's voluptuous skies. 
' So from the Thames to the smooth Susquehana, 
\ They've all r^iounced the forte for the piano. 



L. 

Now may you see our youthful lovers strajdng, 
In the cool summer evenings, forging fetters 

For their young hearts ; and each to each conveying 
More love in looks than others do in letters. 

In her's the sim-bright hope of love was playing, 
And his was pyfvl as unprisoned debtors ; 

And soon her breast was full of several pleasures. 

And several poems sketched in several measures. 

d2 
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JTo ^tiS^i^* 



How happy the zephyr that kisses thy lip, 

And on thy fair bosom reposes ; 
While, ah ! not one drop of delight can I sip 

From the dimple that smiles mid the roses. 
And is it because IVe a soul and a heart, 

To feel every spell thou inspirest, 
And say in my transport, how lovely thou art, 

That when I so speak thou retirest. 



'Tis true, thou art young, and a stranger to love ; 

Yet, sweet ! 'tis for this I adore thee ; 
For the innocent spirit that comes from above 

Still dwells in its purity o'er thee. 
Can I then to strange altars of beauty retire, 

My real devotion concealing ? 
No— no ' let m^ rather this moment expire 

With my fondest^-my earliest feeling. 
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Never before did Thyrza's happy breast 
Receive the tribute of a poet's lyre; 

And this she often to her bosom pressed, 

And just as often felt th' increasing fire : 

She loved her Adolph dearly, and confessed 
That she no better partner could desire : 

Not to himself, of course, for various reasons ; 

But tongues are ever busy in love's seasons. 



LII. 

And now they loved each other so that never^ 
At least but seldom, were they seen asimder : 

No doubt if Fortune parted them for ever. 

And they survived a day, 'twould be a wonder. 

In fact Uwould be a mortal sin to sever 

Those brothers of Kathay : — ^but that's a blimder ! 

No matter ! worse have been committed, I know ; 

The tunnel and the trick at Navarino. 



.•>Jl 
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un. 

I really do revere the Muscovite, 

Whose half barbaric policy succeeded 

In making French and British guns unite. 

To crush the Moslem's tiers ; 'twas adl he needed. 

Twas they made smooth the Balkan's barrier height* 
*Till all save Istambol itself was ceded. 
i It was, indeed, a most " untoward" event 

To the three Isles' half-pensioned parliament.* 



UV. 

I know not how Saint Denis and Saint James 

Could bend their saintships to the savage Czar : 

Nor care I how the kings of Seine and Thames 
Have rolled the thunders of their strength afar : 

Enough for Freedom that their mingled flames 

Have thinned the clouds that dimmed her eastern star f 

On that proud day was half a century won, 

When Kings outwitted stood by Freedom's gun I 

* Ireland, England, and Scotland* 



APOJLTH. 45 



LV. 

Well 1 Adolph passed one sentimental year 

In single blessedness : but love's hot passion 

Loses its patience by continued wear ; 

Moreover he was not an imp of fashion. 

Or regular virtue-trading buccaneer ; 

Nor any other buck whom we could lash on : 

And then, lest either of them should mificarry« 

They very prudently reserved to marry. 



LVI. 



To marry ! oh, how big with definitions 

Is that one little word ! and, oh ! what yean — 

What lives of gratulations and contritions, 

Joy — ^hope — ^fears — smiles and grief too deep for tears ; 

And change of brow, and country and conditions, 

'T would take to tell the thousand names it bears I 

To virtue's soul 'lis Fortunatus' purse : 

To changeless crime a judgment and a curse. 
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Lvn. 

When autumn's varied leaves o'ertop the hill — 

The green, the brown — the golden and the red ; 

When mourning winds the flowerless gardens fill, 

And streams wail louder thto' their deepening bed ; 

When the wide landscape's sorrowfully still, 
As when we stand beside the recent dead ; 

When Death appears in every thing around, 

Even to the leaf that rustles on the ground ;-^ 



Lvin. 

Methinks that mellow season is the best 

For lovers to walk forth. The autumn scene 

Conveys a glorious feeling to the breast : 
Not the light gaiety of April's green, 

But something never yet by words expressed ; 
So softly glad — ^so spiritually serene, 

That lovers, filled with its pervading charms, 

Melt with a sigh into each other's arms ; 
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ux. 

And cling with mutely eloquent embrace, 

As tho' they too expected to expire ; 
While, from the furnace of their hearts, each face 

Is deeply filled with love's reflected fire. 
But my lone heart refuses to retrace 

The scenes to which I once could sweep my lyre ! 
'Tis sad mid distant hours the chords to waken, 
To friends or scenes departed or forsaken. 



LX. 



The autumn sun went down in pomp and pride ; 

And the young queen-moon bent her silver bow, 
Discharged her shafts along the landscape wide, 

And made all softly beautiful below : 
When Adolph, with his Thyrza by his side, 

Wandered beside the Lee's romantic flow ; 
Untiringly attempting to foresee 
Whate'er for them was in futurity. 
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LXL 

He now appeared unusually mute ; 

And what he spoke had not the least relation 
To what was m discussion, not dispute ; 

And he would start, and, seeing his stagnation, 
Seek, unsuccessfully, to substitute 

Some other subject for their conversation. 
And Thyrza wondered greatly, for she could not 
Divine the matter :^-or, perhaps, she would not. 



LXII. 

If the latter, she was right ; for Adolph soon 

Most formally solicited her hand ; 
Her heart was his already, as the moon 

Did often witness. She did not withstand, 
But granted it as smilingly as June ; 

And both were blessed as any in the land : 
And now they homeward tumM, and oft, that even, 
With hands close-clasped, they thanked all-bounteoi»3 Heaven. 
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LXIII. 

But " the course of true love never does run smooth ;" 
At least to that eternal ocean, where 

We bury all the passions of our youth, 

And with a more corrected judgment steer. 

Some merely ask the breath of love and truth 
To glad their matrimonial career ; 

And our young lovers looked for nothing more : 

But winds wont always waft without the ore. 



LXIV. 

Adolph was walking down the verdant lawn 
That gently slanted to the lipples' kiss ; 

The night-noon wore the amber of the dawn, 

Perhaps because his Thyxzo. shared his bliss ; 

And never since creation first was drawn 
From chaos into ether's broad abyss, 

Were lovers' dreams more bright than they'd have spoken, 

Had Thyrza's father not their visions broken. 

E 
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LXV. 

To Adolph's startled brain he held a pistol, 

Full charged with the dishonour of his daughter : 

But she, becoming mediator, kiss'd all 

His fears away, and vowed that Adolph sought her 

By virtue's wealth. " Pshaw," said her father, " is*t all 
Your hero brings ? — that's merely what a cotter 

Brings to his wife : but think of the doubloons 

Of Captain Longspiu: of the third dragoons !" 



LXVI. 

" Virtue, indeed % a very pretty price 

" For an annuity of ten thousand pounds : 

** Besides, the blood ! — still greater sacrifice ! 

" And Longspur's promised baronetcy ! — Zounds I 

" I say, Sir ! shift your quarters in a thrice ; 

" And never poach for game upon my grounds. 

" Moreover, Tm too old a bird by half, 

" To let my young ones be ensnared by chaffi" 
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LXVII. 

*• Father ! your kneeling daughter deign to hear ! 
*• I ctuinot love another man" — 

«« Indeed 1 
*• Why Longspur's uncle's a right reverend peer, 

*• Now dying without issue, and well feed 
" For voting 'gainst the Clueen the other year !" 

" Then Father of my father ! thou wilt heed 
My supplication ! — Cast me from thy throne 
** If Adolph I forsake— my loved — ^my own I" 



cc 



Lxvni. 

8he rushed — she clung into his circling arms ; 

And Adolph closely pressed her to his heart : 
*« Speak to me ! — speak ! and lull these wild alarms 

** Which tell me we have only met to part : — 
" Speak, Adolph ! for thy gentle voice disarms 

" Fate of its judgment — danger of its dart ! 
" Oh cruel — cruel !— <5ould a father fold 
" His daughter thns^ yet bargain her for gold t" 
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LXIX. 

It were an agonizing task for me 

To trace that scene of melancholy through ;— 
To see what I could then not tearless see, 

And mark each line whidi tove and duty drew. 
They parted, Hke the branches of a treei 

Blasted by lightning when it greenest grew : 
They parted ! Oh, 'twould rend the stoniest heart, 
To see the parting when such lovers part. 



LXX. 

Her father deemed it prudent to remove 

Thyrza from even a visit to the spot, 
Where, that sad night, she pleaded for her love ; 

Thinking that, from it, he would be forgot : 
And bade the meek and melancholy dove 

Trim her young wing for flight : but Thyrza thought 
There still remained a chance of reuniting 
With Adolph, keejang thus both hearts from blighting. 
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LXXI. 

A pauper, who her daily pittance waited, 

To travel as a note-ieiker was willing ; 
Provided that her appetite abated. 

Or that " young miss" would bribe her with a shilling ; 
The latter was applied ; and she, elated 

With the prospective profit of fulfilling 
Her lady's enand, grew both safe and speedfiil. 
Lovers ! what think you— are not paupers need-full ? 



LXXII. 

" My dearest Adolph !" (thus the note was penned ;) 

Prepare your steeds some little time before 

To-morrow's noon — and when thejr're ready, send 

" A courier who, in passing by our door, 

At ten A.M. precisely, will extend 

" A sword-hilt towards the balcony — ^restore 

" That to its sheath, and then hold up a glove 

** Marked with an M : and then for thee and love t 

e2 
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LXXIII. 

" One moment lost — the billows bear me on ; 

" I know not where my father has decreed — 
" Nor care I, if I lose the only on^ 

" For whom I lean upon this broken reed. 
" My iieart is breaking — ^all, but hope, is gone ; 

" Thou art that hope. The stirrup and the steed- 
" The smile — the sigh — the love-vow and the dell — 
" Freedom, and love and life !— 4ill then farewell 1" 



LXXIV. 

Adolph was musing by his chamber light, 

And fearfully the midnight wind swept by ; 

His lattice showed a prison's rocky height, 
Boldly defined against the clear cold sky ; 

And thro' the wind, proclaiming the hours' flight, 
Deeply came down the warders' varying cry, 

The gloomy voices died thro' heaven's expanse ; 

And round the ramparts went the bayonets' glance. 
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LXXV. 

Before him the tall temple spire arose, 

Piercing the sky, from out the curtain-trees 

Of many a generation's cold repose ; 

And, as in reverence, lessening to a breeze, 

The low wind murmuring moved. To be of those 
Who shared the whitened tombs' unbroken ease. 

And from a world of infamy depart, 

Became the passing prayer of Adolph's heart. 



LXXVI. 

And the deep river, by its shipless bank, 

Bearing its mute morality along, 
Beneath the moonbeam's-vigil rose and sank, 

And rose and sank its dull and drowsy song ; 
Then the bright skies, where pilgrim souls have drank 

Immortal dews amid the starry throng. 
That make th' imbounded heavens in sparkling showers, 
One vast magnificent wilderness of flowers. 
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LXXVIL 

Adolph now sighed for the Chaldean's lore ; 

And gazed intensely on the million lights, 
Which, as he gazed, but multiplied the more, 

like armies gathering on the heavenly heighti. 
His fettered spirit struggled to explore 

Those mystic suns of our creation's nights ; 
But far beyond the impotence of man 
They lived — ^and thus his humbled feelings ran. 



So beautifully &ir 

Fve seen the night-hour never, 
There's brightness in the air. 
And music in the river. 
No shade — no cloud. 
Yon moon to shroud, 
That moves so me6k and slowly, 
Mid isles of light. 
The pure— the bright — 
The beautiM and holy. 
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Dost thou yon glorious height 

Eternally inherit, 
To beacon with thy light, 
The disembodied spirit ? 
And those bright isles, 
That gild, with smiles, 
The sea of heaven's dominions — 
Have they been made, 
In flower and shade, 
. To rest its pilgrim pinions t 



Or are ye wotUa like this, 

Thro' space and 'darkness sweeping ; 
With one brief hour of bhss, 

To glad an age of weeping % 

And have your spheres 

The hopes — the fears — 
The passions and the pleasures — 

Fever of feme — 

Ambition's game — 
And earth's delusive treasures f 
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Or will the fond and hkf 

Who here in anguish sever, 
Live in thy homes of air, 

United and for ever % 
Oh ! thus allowed, 
Ye mystic crowd ! 

How happy, mid our sorrow, 
To know, the tear 
That trickles here, 

Your light will dry to-monow I 



But ah, I dream ! the more 

I gaze upon your glory, 
The feither I would soar, — 
The darker is your story. 

Be still, my heart, 

Too weak thou art : — 
Hope's heaven-ward flight is greater- 

Before him &11 

Who ruleth all— 
Our Qod and our Creator. 
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LXXVffl. 

Now nature craved repose — and Adolph lay 
Upon bis couch, religiously resigned : 

But still would thoughts of love and Thyrza stray 
Along the musings of his willing mind ; 

As douds that beautify a summer's day 

Changed by the &ncy of the wandering wind. 

But Nature, yielding to the wear3ang hours, 

Closed gradually his lids, like evening flowers. 



LXXIX. 

He dreamed. Oh, how I love a pleasant dream, 
Even tho' with mom it vanisheth away. 

Its sounds and sights delightfully redeem 

The thoughts and cares that bind us down to clay : 

The lost — ^the loved^— the absent meet, or seem 
To meet \ and thus renew full many aday 

Dead to our waking feelings ; and restore 

Scenes which we deemed had pass'd for evermore. 
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LXXX. 

Do we not of our dieaming slumber feel, — 
Intensely feel the pleasure or the pain — 

Love — ^hope—€unlntion— recklessness or zeal t 
And do we of their impulses retain 

Any impression ? do ourlx)soms steal 

No freshness from the scries where they regain 

The pleasant past j— or do they suffer less 

Because a dream's illusive ills depress ? 



I J A A .X^ I- 

Fve started many a morning from my bed, 

With spirit-gladdening memories of the things 

Which filled, with social fire, my heart and head, 
. And led me back to youth^s inspiring springs : 

And I have waked, and recollection spread 
Above my spirit with a vampyre's wings ; 

And dared me to shake off the wdght of woe 

That crushed my feelings. Why should this be sot 
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LXXXIL 

Adolph was v^ busy in his sleeping : 
Already had committed an abduction : 

And Thyrza, just released from chancery's keeping, 
Had lain for several hours, without reduction, 

Pressed to his heart, joy's tearful deluge weeping ; 
But even here he met with an obstruction : 

He dreamed the Chancellor had missed his lady ; 

And loudly thundered at the door already. 



LXXXUI. 

" Thyrza ! my Thjnrza !" so he now exclaimed, 

Or thought he did — *^ even here are we pursued : — 

" And supplicated Fortune has disclaimed 
" Her promise, even in this far solitude. 

" Must we give up the end at which we aimed, 

" And which just now but one more struggle wooed ?" 

" No !" she replied, in accents firmly tender ; 

" Love may expire — ^but never should sunender I" 
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LXXXIV. 

And still they knocked-*«o clamourously knocked, 
You'd have supposed the tenement on iire ; 

Or else by some approaching earthquake rocked ; 
But still they failed t' accomplish their desire : 

Till, when the spirit of soft dreams was shocked, 
He woke, and tum'd to Thyrza to enquire — 

Hush — ^hark — ^'tis real knocking — and, what's better. 

It is the pauper's with his Thyrza's letter. 



LXXXV. 

r 

He op*d — ^perused— complied ! — his nephew went 
With symbol such as Thyrza had directed. 

But, owing still to Fortune's frowns, th' event 
Was not successful as they had expected. 

'Twas not the nephew's error, he, intent 

Upon his charge, on that alone reflected : 

And I can euid that many have observed. 

How from that path he never after swerved. 
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LXXXVI. 

T^thin a window of her mansion stood 

Thjrza, attended by her weeping mother *, — 

Her &ther, in most melancholy mood, 

Tapped idly with his fingers 'gainst another ; 

And, lest a chance of rescue should obtrude, 
The door was ably guarded by her brother ; 

In short, her kind relations left no art 

Untried, to break her young yet withering heart. 



Lxxxvn. 

The signal she had seen — ^but could not follow, 
Her prison-walls were so well fortified : 

Her cheek grew pallid, and her eyes grew hollow, 
And even hope within her bosom died. 

She drooped her forehead, satisfied as RoUa, 

With having tried all means love could have tried. 

The carriage came, and, rapid as a racket, 

They saw her safe on board a Leghorn Packet. 
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Lxxxvm. 

Adolph was waiting by the western road 

That leads romancerB to Eallamey's lakes ; 

Oft thanked kind Fortune that, at lengthy she showed 
Some mind to rectify her late mistakes ; 

Proposed, beside that lake, a week's abode* 
And then a journey to the land o'cakes ; 

And theii, by the most picturesque advance, 

A few soft years in amaUMry France. 



LXXXIX 

*< And there at least," said he, ** I can recline 
" Near the electric fire of Thyrza's breast ; 

" Sit in the purple evening by our vine, 

♦* Clipping Love's wings, that he may with us rest ; 

" And we shall rather gladden than repine 

" At the dark past ; and, mutually caress'd, 

'* Feel blest below, and blessing all above, 

" Shal^paint the very clouds with hues of love," 
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xc. 

^ Oh for that clime of gallantry and ftime, 

*' Where love and glory tune the poet's lyre ! 

** Where th' one is not afiredd to feed his flame 

*' From the pure fountain of his soul's desire— 

" Nor glory still t* adore Napoleon's name : 

" Oh may the son be worthier than the sire— 

" Demand the nation's &ith, and trample down 

" That sire's ambition and the Bourbon's crown." 



XCL 

" And will it ever come — ^that glorious hour ! 

" When tb' imtombed spirit of Helena's rock 
*^ Shall summon France to wake her sliunbering power, 

" And all her treasured thunderbolts imlock ; 
" 'Till the afirighted Heavens with war-clouds lower, 

" And Europe reels convulsed beneath the shock ? 

** Will this Napoleon end what that began, 

«« And mankind's monarchs yield to monarch Mam ?" • 

f2 



66 iUDOLFH. 



xcn. 

The time for Thjnrza's advent now had padt ; 

And he grew, pensive when he^aw a&r 
Hifi little nepheW} riding lone end fast ; 

And half accused himself that he did mar 
The smile of &Lte : he knew th' api^oaching blast* 

For evening «ame without his evening sUdr. 
" Oh that the wchM had never Thyrza seen ! 
« Or, better far, had Addph never been !" 



xcni. 

Broken in love, and happiness and heart, 
None to deplore, and few to sympathize ; 

He stood a blank up(m existence' chart. 
Alone to perish or alone to rise : 

He now had parted all which love could part — 
A rainbow-hope arose in other skies, 

He flimg himself upon the biHows' swell, 

And bade the shores, where love was wrecked, feiewdl I 
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XCIV. 

I saw him in that moment of wild grief; 

There was a madness ill his act and air — 
He laughed at friendship, and disdained relief ; 

And his controulihg planet was despedr. 
And yet the interval was very brief 

When he was glad, as summer lark in air 
But what availeth it our friends to know 
That we had lighter hearts ten years ago ? 



ADOLPH. 



CANTO SECOND. 



" Hawl in the anchor — spread the sail, 
And let us fly before the gale. 

And ride the surge's swell : 
Ah ! louder yet that surge shall roar, 
Ere we again shall tread thy shore, 

My native land, ferewell. 

Farewell— fisurewelL 



•1 
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** Ye winds, how swift ye sweep our track, 
Will ye as swiftly bear us back 

To all we love so well? 
Alas 1 ye laugh my words away, 
And, hopeless, must the wanderer say, 

Land of my love, HureweU. 

Farewell— ferewell I** 



I. 

Thus Adolph sang, as down his native tide 
The vessel glided to Saint George's sea ; 

And, tho' his features smiled, he could not hide 
The tear that filled his eye instinctively. 

And the deep sigh that burst his prisoning pride, 
Thinking of hours beside his silver Lee ; 

And then the starting thought, and quick endeavour 

To haniah what had passed, perhaps for ever. 
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Saint Ursula's majestic niumery noW| 

Its splendid wings extending like the Dove I 

Here dwell the pure of heart — the meek of brow — 
In the full sunshine of the Godhead's love ; 

CSieering the orphan's wilderness below, 

With the sweet manna sent them from above. 

And teaching, from life's chart, the track of years ; 

Where danger lurks, and safety's light appears. 



IIL 

Live on, ye meek Samaritans, live on ! 

Unostentatious charity to pour 
Into the wounds of the afflicted oncr-^ 

Healing the sick, and cleansing the impure. 
And may the tide of your existence run, 

No yoke but your Redeemer's to endure- 
No tears but those which Charity has given — 
2%ey never sear, but M like dews from heaven. 
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IV. 

And he who lately at your altacs stood, 
To whom his heart's humiUty denied 

A cis-atlantic mitre— 4ie, the good — 

Your conventVpast(Nr and our city's pride, 

With virtue's — ^learning's strongest light imbued 
He who 80 sinless lived — so sinless died — 

He is a sacred portion of your &me ;— r 

And time unborn shall haUow Lyons' name. 



V. 

And now Glanmire's delightful Tempo 'rose 

With amphitheatre of foliage green. 
Whose boughs, at pleasant intervals, disclose 

Some white-wall'd cot, sequestered 'mid the scene. 
Whose well-trained woodbinCi wedded with the rose. 

Displays their infant offspring flowers between : 
And now, reflecting some more noble mansion, 
A tribute from the Inroadening Lee's expansion. 



\ 
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vni. 

Glanmire, tho' ne'er forgotten* ever new ; 

Thou ahalt not &(le 'iiU life's dark winter lays 
Thj humble minstrel underneath the dew ; 

For thou to him hast been, in &r off days, 
His muse and playmate ; and my thoughts renew 

Thy every feature : and my spirit strays 
From the contested Hudson's mountain shores, 
To thine, and there in fimcy's dream adores. 



IX. 

Now Simlodge with its undulating bow 

Of trees jfull bended round the crescentHBtrand, 

That o'er the waves their morning shadows throw, 
And o'er the eve their cooling shades expand. 

And now more mansions gradually grow 

From out the curving creeks on either hand— 

And Femey — ^but remember a-mi-cheman, 

I'm speaking of the Lee, and not the Leman. 

o 
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X. 

Yes, Femey 1 thou of many scenes, alone, 

That rose along the shc^es of Adolph's track, 

Did'st string his spirit to that trying tone. 

From which his sorrows could not call him back ; 

All other feelings from his breast had flown, 

Save those thy presence plac'd upon the rack ; 

Not for thy scenes of wave-side solitude. 

But for thy Lord, the honored and the good. 



XI. 

There move around him those who him revere, 
With faces no Lavater could detect ; 

But Adolph stoops not-^-stooped not to the sneer 
That thus could woo an undisttirbed respect ; 

And now— no smile to seek, no frown to fear-^ 

These humble lines his feelings must reflect. — 

" Femey I" I say, and oft shall say again, 

" Thou hold'st the gentlest and the best of men I" 
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And now the town, and fort below " the beach," 
More rapidly retire, more feintly meet 

The eager gaze, which, now, can scarcely reach 
The nearer isle, 90 swift is its retreat. 

And now the headlands nrnigle, each in each, 
And faintly they rebound the billow's beat. 

And darkly now the thickening mist's unfurl'd ; 

And skies and waters iheeting are the world ! 



xm. 

Now many a scene of beauty has passed by, 
For if the earth hath beauty, it is here ; 

Foliage and flowers of every varying dye, 

And wooded hills, and skies and waters clear ; 

But what enchantment can arrest the eye. 

When thought binds up the mind with chain severe ? 

And Adolph started with a new emotion. 

When he perceived he was so near the ocean. 



# 
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XIV. 

It was the time when HeDas' sorrows isrtiowered 
In lava-currents down her face of gloom ; 

When he, whose mind Ommpotence had dowered 
With gifts that were his glorj and his doom, 

From the Oljminan height to i^ch he towered 
Dazzling the earth, was blasted to the tomb : 

And o'er the waves, that oft b^re hihi bow'd, 

Her wailings came deliriously kmd; 



XV. 

Now speed thee, Adolph, on thy Icme career I 
We to the wizard Byron's bier retire I 

Where thou hast spoke thy grie^ and shed thy tear, 
Above th' unrivalled monarch of the lyre } \ 

And the' thy puny numbers may not bear 
The critic's candour, nor the hireling's ire ; 

Still shall we watch thy daring pinions soar 

To heights unreached— unseen by thee befcHfe, 



«r.i 
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e^^t lament ot Jl^tllani 



How oft my weary soul hath found 

All lesser thoughts retire, 
While listening to th' absorbing sound 

m 

Of Byron's thrilling lyre. 
Then shall I not, tho^i^umbly, weep, 

Above the mighty dead — 
The lyre consigned to dreamless sleep, 

The soul that tuned it fled : 
No hand to wake its Teian fire ; 
No voice the patriot to inspire. . 



I. 

There lies the wreath-and-helmnsurmounted bier; 

Where slumbers Freedom's wizard-bard — the chief, 

Whose rainbow mind l)ade Hellas cease to fear, 

There sleeps he fallen in his young summer leaf; 

Mark you the wild, unostentatious grief 

Of the funereal city, and the eye 

Of Missolonghi's beauty, on whose brief 

But dazzling dreamings burst the gathering cry 

Of men who looked and aak'd, and fear'd to get reply. 

g2 
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II. 

Mark you the rockj hearts of Suli there, 
That idol-chieftain's chosen citadel, — 
Their fiery eyes-dilated with despair, 
For him they served and lov'd so wildly well ; 
And darkly too the word of terror fell 
Into thy heart, Albania's mountaineer ! 
For fondly did thy hope of freedom dwell 
Upon that star of promise — and the tear, 
His summer-presence dried, flows doubly quick and clear. 



IM. 

Free let it &11, the bosom's gushing rain — 
For HeDas' gladdening soul was unprepar'd 
For this tremendous shock : weep on, tho* vain 
The anguish of thy heart, for thou hast shar'd 
Like me — ^like millions, -of the hope that rear'd 
Its angel vision in the patriot's breast ; 
'Twas but a light that fiash'd and disappear'd, 
And here w6 meet — Oh God ! to see our best,- 
Our dearest chieftain borne to his eternal rest. 
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IV. 

Hellas ! who now shall Soothe the bickering souls, 
That boast and yet defile the name of Greek^- 
Who now will blush while the heart's current rolls 
In shame and sorrow down his guilty cheek 1 
Who, when Ambition — Envy — ^Discord break 

* 

The bond that strong as adamant should be—* 
Who Men, like oracle of old, shall speak 
With worshipped voice, and bade, for thine and thee, 
rhe yielding hearts Xinite, and strike for liberty ? 



m 



V. 



Alas 1 alas for us 1 yea, even for all, 
That we are doomed. Defender of our Right ! 
To see thy setting and survive thy fall, . 
Ere thou could'st show the promised land of Hght 
Whither thy harp and voice even now invite ! 
For tho' that harp and lip are mute and cold, 
The obedient tones that felt thy magic might. 
And the sad tale of Hellas' glory told, 
Roll on the weeper's ear, as first their witchery roU'd I 



I 
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VI. 

Btron's gigantic gemu3 drew its fire 
From out the Alpine lightnings ; and its might 
From the for volle3dng thunders ; and its ire, • 
Chang'd to disdain, from his internal blight 
Of heart; and all of beautiful and bright, 
From fountain, flow'r, lake, star and moonlit glen : 
He, to young Love's luxuiiant delight. 
Was the ador'd Apelles of the pen, 
And with a won'drous skill searched the dark minds of men. 



vn. 

If from the crowd that wonder of our age 
And glory of our country tulm'd away, 
Treading his ownjirirsterious pilgrimage, 
Spuming the world and shunning its array 
Of gilded folly glittering mid decay, 
like a magnificent ruin scattered o'er 
With sunbeams, which in brightening but betray, 
Thro' the green ivy, columns rent and hoar, 
And serve but to illume its desolation more ;— * 
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vni. 

If from those scenes where My — toUon— ^me 
Revel as tho' no ^oul existed there» 
To turn away, be but to earn the name 
Of misanthrope, O ! quickly lei me share 
That enviable title !— ^few feel here, 
In this strange world, the fellowship of love ; 
The friend will mingle with thy wrrngs his tear, 
And yet doth he a very Judas prove : — 
How oft, tho' young its years, gainst such this heart hath strove. 



IX. 

That blackeiiing pang his festering bosom wrung, 
Which all men kneWf but he alone could /e^. 
Deeply the poison'd shaft his spirit stung. 
Opening " a wound which time could never heal ;" 
Then rang the tongue of slander peal on peal. 
Till the responding world belied age^in, 
And pecfidy long struggled to congeal 
That glorious heart. Who thus would Hve mid men. 
Even as a tortur'd lion when spears beset his den 1 
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X. 

Of this enough 1 the shuddering heart grows tir'd, 
Tracing the perils of this billowy life. 
He who hath into solitude retired 
From the world's wiles, and the volcanic strife 
Of those convulsipg crimes with which *tiJ8 rife, 
Hath wisely done ! this sublunary vale, ' 
Who hath e'er trodden, and escaped the knife 
Of savage calimmy 1 Wjhere storms prevail. 
Few the returning barks unshatter'd by the gale 1 



XI. 

He was not '* altogether of such clay** 
As fellow-men, nor was his mind the same 
As they possess : — ^too far above decay, 
Too bright, too glowing with immortal flame 
Increasing in his strength, till he became 
The spiritual compeer of those who gave 
To immortality a worshipped name. — 
The wise — the free— the noble and the brave ; 
Whom tyranny defiled not— ^man could ne'er enslave I 
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xn. 

With th6se he held commumon ; these alone 
Were sharers of his reveries sublime — 
Temple — ^tower-^pillar — statue breath'd a tone 
Of their past glory ; and their memory, Time, 
Thro' a long length of yecirs, in every clime, 
Hath rob'd in everlasting freshness. Man 
But heard and felt and wondered. — Since her prime 
Nature beheld no loftier spirit than 
EQs, who that wond'rous course of gloom and glory ran. 



Xffl. 

And who could breathe that spirit-stirring name, — 
My essay's inspiration, — ^nor entwine 
Its hallow'd memory with the kindred theme 
Of freedom's childrem, which his songs divine 
Hath rung thro' every breast chain-bound like mine ? 
That name is an imperishable part 
Of Hellas' history ! in his decline 
HiB latest prayer was for her, and the dart 
To which his life-veins flow'd transfixed her weeping heart. 
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XIV. 

My own poor suffering Greece ! alas she feels, 

And deeply, the annihiladng blow, 

Which, breaking her protecting shield, reveals 

Her naked bosom to the vidtnre foe. 

The gathering storm, around-^bover— below 

Waits but the— * •' . 

hark ! its thunders are unbound. 
War's lightnings flash — skies glare and red bolts ^ow— 
Expiring shrieks and crackling flames resound ; 
And domes descending crash, tearing the smoking ground. 



XV. 

IpsariotS) io your liberties expire 
Tamely? must ye but blush? your fathers bled ! 
Your waves all lightning and your fields all fire ; 
Fierce, red and fleet the levelling ^ame is led. 
Oh ! for " a remnant of the Spartan dead !** 
To snatch the thunder firom the tjrrants* hand, 
And hurl them downward to that fiery bed ! 
But the red element's burning arms expeuid, 
Blackeimg the fated isle, and spread from.strand to strand. 
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XVI. 

Yaki is the hope — the prayer — the shriek for life. 
Of those who bend beneath the shock of war, 
When no brave foes contend in noble strife, 
And vengeance only guides the conqueror's car ; 
Even the wild cry of woman will not mar 
The step of desolation! Vengeance' laws 
Annul humanity's— atd fierce and fer 
If she fly on, nor yet some phalanx draws 
A barrier of defence, her sabre knows no pause ; 



XVII. 

But on and on, dnd madly on she flies, 
And drinking seas of blood cries oiiyfot more, 
Unsated till her quivering victim dies, 
Or her wild thirst be drowned in her own gore. 
And thus, Ipsara I round thy ruin'd shore 
Did the remorseless fiend of vengeance dash. 
Till agony's shriek was silenc'd in the roar 
Of war's exulting thunders, and their flash 
Saw thy high fortress &U with a volcanic crash. 
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xvm. 

Thou stand'st in ruins mid those claBedo isles 
Whose names, Hke History's sunlight, shine a&r. 
Confederated tyranny reviles 
Thy feelings and thy God — ^but can they mar 
The whelming retribution of thy war ? 
Thou hast done nobly, check'd the Moslem's stiidest 
And struck from Slavery's huid the scimitar : 
Few more such glorious deeds, and Freedom rides 
Triumphant o'er the ^^Igean^s undisputed tides I 



Dread was Ipsara's vengeance acf her &t6 ; 
With freedom's own gigantic strength it M ; 
Her glory like her ruin consummate, 
Has been a Siroc to the infidel 
But to the bright immortal isles that dwell 
In ever living beauty round her shore* 
Her name has been regeneration's spell. 
Vain is the Islam thunders' fieiy roar. 
Once more art thou sedeem'd — ^thy fetters buM snoe morel 
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Tbnf the roua'd world had the electric tone 
Of liberty gone forth, Greece could but ahare 
The common glory, but she now alone 
Crushes the Hydra in Ihs reeking lair. 
While to her mounting &me the jealous stare 
Of an allianced despotism still clings, 
Beneath whose blighting influ^ce none can dare 
Look up from where the hell of slavery wrings 
Ldfe's fife from out the heart, to prop the throne of kings. 



Nurse of creation's mightiest I not in vain 
The broken statue — ^the demolished wall— 
The prostrate column and the ruined &ne 
. Fresh to the hearts of Hellenists recal 
Their children's bondage and their country's &11 ! 
.Of&pring of hero-fathers ! wave and plain— 
Mycenae — Salamis — ^Athens — Argos, all 
Their soul-exciting monuments retain^- 
Broken is the tyrant's bow, and burst the bondsman's chain« 
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xxn. 

Tea I every step of thy celestial clime 
Is peopled with bright recollections ! not 
A temple, column, tower, or tomb, which Ttoe 
Hath not all razed or ruined, but is fraught 
With some proud lesson, some ennobling thought ; 
There is a wordless eloquence which speaks 
To the charm'd soul firom each enchanting spot ; 
A spirit and a spell, whose magic wakes 
In cities, plains and groves, mountsond and hills and lakes. 



xxm. 

Here stand the tombs that sepulchre their sleep— 
The Royal Spartan and his deathless band ; 
Here Salamis' victorious waters sweep, 
Amid the mountain Titans of her strand ; 
There Simois wanders thro' the desolate land 
Unlike that rapid river, which of yore 
Shook with the strife of Phrygians thousands, and 
Wheeling its sounding way all swoln with gore, 
limbs — ^trunks and grappling foes on its red waters bore ! 



ADOLPH. 89 



XXIV. 

The vast AcropoUg— the P&rthenon"^ 
In awfiil desolation both appear 1 
How is their beauty M'n—thdr glory gone — 
The temple plundered of its statues &ir 
Which none should e*er behold but to revere, 
Scidptur'd by Rndias' school. The hand of Time 
Hath not alone effected ruin there, — 
Man, who should guard each relic of that clime, 
Hath shamelessly destroyed its monuments sublime I 



XXV. 

Yet thou need'st not those lecords of &r time, 

Those monumental glories, to inspire 

The enthusiastic spirits of thy clime 

With indignation and ancestral fire ! 

The son is not unworthy of his sire ! 

The chain — ^the scourge — ^the Moslem's reign of woes— 

Thy spirit's long suppress'd but quenchless ire, 

Like Hecla, burning mid her clime of snows, — 

3%eae roua'd thy lion-heart to spring upon its foes 1 

h2 
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XXVI. 



The pander of oppression may exclaim, 
" Greece is imfit to class among the firee !" 
Had she not seiz'd her brand and bow, the same 
Might be repeated to eternity. 
'Tis Tyranny's subterfuge — strike on and be 
What thou wert, when less polished Tyrants brought 
Nations to force thy pass, ThermopylsB I . 
Thou living record of red wonders wrought, 
When men sprung into life as freedpnx's votaries ought ! 



t^ 



xxvn. 

When I recal the inauspicious voice, 
With which thy trembling Liberty first woke. 
Bidding thy sons arise — awake — ^rejoice — 
Dash off their bonds — annihilate their yoke, — 
The inspiring shout they utter'd when she spoke, — 
Their quick revenge — their valour's fiery play. 
Which, as the thunder fells the moimtain oak, 
Shatter'd the Moslem's deeply-rooted sway. 
And smote him to the dust whom they did once obey ;- 
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XXVIII. 

When I remember all, and turn to those 
Who say that Freedom's light fells premature — 
When I recal the long-endured woes 
Which made thy very slumbers insecure, 
I marvel how thou could'st so long endure 
The taunt — afiront— oppression — injury 
Of peace, and fame, — the murderer — the impure, 
Making with unrestrained impunity 
The Ywy home a hell, where only heaven should be I 



XXIX. 

He who could weep upon his chains should never — 
Never subject his feelings to his lot, 
But let them, like a storm-obeying river, 
Boil till th' expanding soul be too o'erfraught 
For longer suffering. Who, that like thee fought, 
Deserves not that maturely glorious boon, 
For which the coward never sighed or sought ? 
Strike on — strike deeply — stri&e like men who've thrown 
life — hope — ^home — ^freedom — all, on their own strength alone. 
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The God of Freedom aids thee^-canVrt thou fear— 
The cause of Freedom fire» thee — ^wilt thou 3rield 9 
The arm of Freedom guides thy onward spear. 
And victory lights thy path^on foam and field ; 
To Heaven^3 propitious throne thou hast appeal'd^ 
And Heaven hath placed the thunders in thy hand. 
Before whose way thy withering ifoemen f eePd ) 
O 1 could I see thy freedom's sun expand, 
Mother of arts and arms I gilding thy classic land — 



01 could I see it, how ezultingly 
Fd 3rield my soul beneath its sacred lig^t I 
As in oriental climes the dying Parsee 
Expires with a more confident delight, 
If his Sun-Deity, from his dazzling height 
Shed glory on his death — O Heav'n 1 may I 
Ne'er feel my spirit's plumage stir for fiightt 
Till HeUas* Freedom from her stormless slqr 
Sbei^cxy on its patb^then shall I calmly die I 
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XXXIL 

Monarch of Song ! couldst thou behold thai day. 
And see our banner's folds in freedom soar. 
And hear our triumph-cannon's thundering play, 
Along lost Scio's rocky island roar, 
Telling the martyr sleepers round her shore, 
That Greece and Greeks, at length, have reach'd the goal, 
For which, thro' fields of flame and floods of gore, 
They fought ; — then.would thy exTiltation roll 
The clouds of agony back that gloom'd thy parting soul. 



xxxm. 

Tes 1 to the minstrel-martyr ^twas a hell 
Of inward suffering, to be torn apart 
From her, for whom he breath'd that wizard spell 
Which rous'd the slave's and fir'd the freeman's heart. 
Who that hath laid the noblest — holiest part 
Of his affections upon Freedom's shrine. 
Would not at victory's shout of triumph start 
Away from thoughts of darkness, and resign 
His spirit with a will less human than divine ? 
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He had his &ults 1 — theft is mortality 
Exempt from imperfectiana ? was he not . 
A man — and such as thou wilt never see* 
Land of my love 1 to soothe and share thy lot f 
Thou'st Mends in spoken prayer and silent thoughty 
But where ia hk — self eziFd and alone, 
Who, leaving home and kindred, deeply fraught 
With vengeance for thy sufferings, hath thrown 
Those spell-words to the winds to live and die thine own % 



fidlings, 



As light clouds floating by a summer suny 
All indistinct in the overwhelming flame 
Of his unrivall-d glory. — ^But tis done — 
The dim shore of eternity is won : 
The rash and bigot censurer must be mute ; 
Be the prerogative assumed by none — 
Him of the throne of life alone 'twill suit, 
Whose mercy is his brightest-^lofuest attribute I 
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XXXVL 

Not that seputohial xaystery of soul 
Which, thro' its darkness if, Uke hinar light 
Thro' midmght stormt one Qash of brightness stde, 
Shadow'd that flash, and all again was night-r- 
Not that alone made hiin to human sight 
Seem more than mortal* but that god-like zeal 
For liberty, which, with inten4j& delight 
Within him bum'd, and which all men must, feel 
Who ever heard, shall hear the power of his appeal I 



xxzvn. 

He touch'd the l7re<— the music fiom its firame 
Was freedom's essence, and its precqpts made 
Mankind &miliar with each soaring name, 
Whose deeds ot freebom-valour are pourtray'dt 
In cluuracters of light that cannot &de, 
On Roman and Hellenic page. — ^We find 
Beneath the British scq;ytre men who've laid 
Their glory's base, but where is He to bind 
Our spirits to liM wiU^-Oi* wind of tbe xbM 
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XXXVffl. 

His soul is mid the mighty iihades that came 
With spell and poVr and majesty upon 
His earliest dreams and thoughts, till they became 
His spirit's idols. — Sparta — ^Marathon — 
Olympus — ^Ida — ^Athos, all which won 
That soul from the low. earth around it lie, 
Alas for earth ! her intellectual sun, 
Whose blaze appeared too powerful to die, 
Alas for earth ! hath pass'd — ^his greatness hath gone by. 



Alas for Freedom 1 and the glorious strife 
Of those who would be free, and those who moum'd 
Over their coimtry's bondage, loathing life 
Held' at a Tyrant's will : — the heart that bum'd 
For universal freedom lies inurn'd, 
Pulseless and cold ; but his undying name 
Ages shall consecrate, for we have leam'd 
From him what mankind should be. May his &me 
O'er slavery's ruins run like iEtna's liquid flame I 
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XVI. 

Fair was the breeze and pleasant wAs the sea, 

And gladness summered all but Adolph's heart. 

No smile of friend — ^no word of joy, had he : 
He sa.w even hope's expiring light departf 

And flimg himself to fate despairingly, 

With every wound still bleeding from the dart. 

" The world was all before" him, and he saw 

Few hopes on which his failing heart could draw. 



xvn. 

But yet there was a most consoHng pride 

In suffering thus for love's sake, and for keeping 

His lone unshaken vigil by the side 

Of the pure shrines by which his sires were sleeping. 

Yes — ^yes, had he his fathers' faith denied, 

And cursed their graves, where centuries are weeping 

O'er the past champions of his nation's ptide, 

The world's sad labyrinths had been still untried. 
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XVIII. 

But he, alas! was not of the true creed ; 

And Thjrza's sire was true law-apostolicy 
As were his fencied fiends ; so they agreed 

To treat him as a heart-buin or .a cholic, 
And so they physic'd him ; — th^y did^ indeed ; — 

With doses of such cant--^but I'm'less frolic 
Than Adolph was, or I would lay it on. 
Suffice it^ then, ez gra, to give you one. 



XIX. 

This one was six feet high, with little head. 

And little brain, save what he had from othemt 

And little mind, (its greatness might have fled,) 
But I believe it staid among his mothers ; 

One friendly feeling might his heart have led. 

But all his worst ones were a band of brothers ;. 

His heart was a dead sea, (but more unquiet,) 

And kindly deeds could never blossom nigh it 
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XX. 

Oh ) when will man the purpose comprehend 
For which he is created : and recal, 

To light the pilgrim-ways thro* which we tend, 
Some of the glory felt before our fall 1 

When will we learn of him, our Saviour friend, 
Who, unforgiv'n, expired, forgiving all ; 

Exclaiming, while his latest breath he drew, 

" Each other love, aA I haviB loved you." 



When will the dire hostilities terminate, 

And feasts of blood that feed the savage war ; 

When will the bigot's prejudice abate, 

That from his brother shuts salvation's star ? 

When will he, impious, cease to legislate 

For heaven, and the mild laws of mercy mar, 

Launching on brother man the wrath divine. 

Because he bends before another shrine ? 




r- V 



100 ADOLPH. 



XXII. 

Ohy if there be a virtue in existence, 

It is when every bigot foot would tread 

On hearts, which, in our land's historic distance, 
For freedom conquered, for religion bled ; 

To seize the lightning-sabre of resistance ; 

To shield the Kving and appeade the dead, 

For they have voices, and they call aloud 

From the mysterious tomb and mouldered shroud. 



XXIII. 

Exists there from Niagara's froiiLtier roar 
To Georgia's confines, fromOhio's vast 

Magnificent forests to the A'tlantic's shore, 
One venal slave to sully or o'ercast 

One of those stars, which now so proudly soar 
O'er every wave that 0ver bore a mast ; 

Shew me that wretch ; and arm my vengeful hand 

With fiercest lightnings, for his days are spann'd. 
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XXIV; 

Go, seek the Mississippi's wond'roii& tide, 

And ask the weeping Creek .or Cherokee, 

What price he sets upon his fathers' pride ; 

And hear the answer they will give to thee, - 

While listening shades arise on every side ; 

" Our feithers slumber herfe, and so shall we !" 

And say does Ireland's /azM less soul demand 

Than th' Indian gives to his savannahland 1 



Now night came down upon tha waters wide, 
O'er which you could not see a living speck ; 

The ship careered along in conscious pride, 

And the mute watch slow paced the lonely deck. 

Adolph all further thought to grief denied, 

And spoke no further of his fortune's wreck : 

The sigh was hushed — the tear no Icmger teased him, 

He knew he had done rightly, and it pleased him. 

12 
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XXVI. 

And now the queen-moon bent her silver bow, 
And shot her arrowy light along the wave, 

And thro' her azure archipelago 

The island stars a boundless glory gave. 

The winds that rocked the vessel to and fro, 
Bent to the midnight spirit like a slave ; 

And the melodious waters glided by. 

With mirrors turned to the reflected sky. 



xxyii. 

In heaven there's beauty when the sun appears 
Clothed in his royal garment-clouds of gold ; 

On earth there's beauty whea their trembling tears 
The flowers dry up, and all their hues unfold ; 

There's beauty where, mid helmets, drums and spears, 
Proud England's Lion-banner is unroll'd ; 

Or when her battle canvas is unfurl'd, 

Whether to punish or redeem a world. 
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XXVffl. 

There's beauty where-the soaring bird of Jove, 
Columbia's weiU-adopted type of power, 

Spreads his protecting pinions broad above 

The star that dims the tytants' fiery shower ; 

There's lasting beauty in the laud we love, 

Tho' its rude rocks refuse to nurse a flower ; 

There's beauty by the cot's sequestered green,. 

Like virtue in the world, unprized, unseen. 



XXIX. 

There's beauty wh^e the sounding timbrels swell, 

Where hearts are beating and light feet advancing ; 

When he who's cool, if such can be, may tell 

The dazzling thoughts that in the eyes are glancing 

From each delighted bosom's haunted cell, 

And making every feature more entrancing : 

But, oh i the moonlight solitude for me, 

Upon the vast, deep,- strong, uncertain sea ! 
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XXX. 

How solemn is the midnight worid of watres, 
So strongly calm — so shorelessly sublime. 

With all its hidden wilderness of graves, 

Unformed, undowered by the hand of . timci, 

Which no fond heart with gushing sorrow laves, 
And but the deep-mouth'd caves* terrific chime 

In mockery mourns f while fearless mopsters tread, 

To feast upon the unforgotten d^ad. * 



XXXI. 

Oh ! many a heart by many a shore is weeping, 
For him, its shield, love, promise, life below ; 

And many a night of sleepless vigil keeping. 

To see what morning's dawning may bestow ; 

In vain, fond girl, that briny lava sweeping 

Consumes your droopi^ig cheeks' vermiUion glow : 

Vain are thy gushing heart and sleepless pillows. 

Your lover's tombed beneath a thousand billows. 
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xxxn. 

Awake 1 awake ! why waste the night in sleep ? 

O'er the .volcanic waves the sun is blazing : 
See how he, king-like, mounts the circliiig steep^ 

And dims the sight from itsfamiliar gazing : 
And where th' horizon's laughing waters leap 

Is many a ship itd wings of white upraising. 
1 what a mom ! even as the christian's creed, 
Holy and glorious. — Gk)d is great indeed I 



xxxm. 

And these are of his glory, love and power. 

The sea, that chain-like, links the thoughts of Mends, 
Even from the parting to the meeting hour, 

From native home to earth's remotest ends : 
All — all, up from the meadow's humblest flower, 

Or stream, that nameless, thro' the landscape bends. 
To the big wave that lifts the winged steed ; 
All — all proclaim that Qod is great indeed 1 
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XXXIV. 

The winds arose, and the entranced waves 

Leaped into life — their dream of night had past : 

The growing storm in the full canvass raves, 
And bends with prisoned strength the yielding mast, 

Revealing now the ocean's rolling graves, 
And now expiring o'er the waters vast : 

Adolph had seen it rise, and rave and melt. 

And seized and swept his lyre while yet he felt. 



I. 

Likeness of Heaven, 

Agent of power, 
Man is thy victim. 

Shipwreck thy dower. 
Spices and jewels 

From valley and sea ; 
Armies and banners 

Are buried in thee. 
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n. 

What are the riches 

Of Mexico^s mines, 
To the wealth that fan down 

In thy deep water shines % 
The navies fhat cover 

The conquering west 1 
Thou fling'st them to death, 

With one heave of thy breast. 



ni. 

From the high hills that vizor 

Thy wreck-making shore, 
When the bride of the mariner 

Shridcs at thy roar ; 
When, like lambs on the mbmitainf 

Or mews in the Mast, 
O'er thy ridge-broken Ixillows 

Thereazivasiscairt; 
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IV. 

How hipaabling to one . 

With a heart and a soul, 
To look on thj greatness, 

-Ajid list to thy roll — 
To think that this heart 

. In cold ashes shall be, 
While the voice of eternity 

Rises from thee. 



V. 

Yes 1 where are the cities 

Of Thebes and of Tyre ? 
Swept from the nations 

Like sparks from the fire ! 
The glory of Athens — 

The greatness of Rome- 
Dissolved — and for ever 

like dew in the foam I 
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VI. 

But thoa artalmigjity— 
EtemjJ — sublime—* 
Unweakened — ^unwaated — 

' Twin brother of time— r 

• 

Fleets — teii^pests nor nations 
Th J greatness caatHTW} 

As the stars first beheld.thee, 
Still chainless art thou. 



VU. 

But hold ! when thy surges 

No longer shall roll, 
And the firmament's length 

Is drawn back as a scroll ; 
Then — ^then shall the spirit, 

That sighs by thee now, 
Be more mighty-^-m(»e lasting — 

More chainless than thou ) * 
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XXXV. 

Now Cambria's minstrel-Jiallowed shores arise, 
And fruitful I>6vod's opposite appear ; 

And now the Severn's muddy tribute dyes 
The ocean, like the autumn of the yeltr ; 

And now the sun's reflected light replies 

From Clifton's latticed crescent t^er on tier : 

Now Bristol's steepled pity eqpreads around : 

And Adolph's foot first treads the Saxon's ground. 



XXXVI. 

Strange voices now anest his startled ear ; 

Strange faces meet his melancholy eye ; 
Fresh crowds of enterprize, in full career, 

The agents of the earth — are sweeping by. 
Oh, how unHke the shores, now doubly dear, 

Where Commerce seldom wooes the breezy sky ; 
Where from the poor the tyrant's tyrant draws 
T^e sweat of blood, and mocks the Blumberin, law. 
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xxxvn. 

What were the feelings which each changing scene 
Awoke in Adolph's bosom, he can. tell 

Who treads the land, that o'er his fields of green 
For ages roU'd the carnage-billows* swell. 

And meets the titled Saixon, who has been 

• . - - 

So titled as he plundered Ireland weU ; 
The star upon whose breast 'reflects its Ught, - 
From the vast blaze where sank his oaticm's right 



xxxrm. 

'Twere virtue to forget— or to forgive 

A private insult or a private wrong. 
But, could I, like the wandering Hebrew, live, 

My school as various and my life as long. 
Not even one drop of Lethe would I give, • 

To quench my hate of tjnrants — deep and strong ! 
Ills private wound but slightly, but the mind 
That wrongs even one small nation, wrongs mankind. 
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Now Bath, tha city of the proud, appears, . 

Where princes, peers, and all.such worthless things 
Grow old in folly to grow jroung in years, 

Upon " the pump-room'9 " reiioyating springs. 
I marvel how so well the nation wears, 

While to her heart such bcood of reptiles clings ; 
There's not a fountain in that plaice but bears 
A portion of my jdundered country's tears. 



The Honorable and Right Reverend the Lord 
Bishop of thirty t|iousand pounds per year, 

Less sanctioned by the gospel than the sword. 
Here runs his evangelical career : * 

Teaches by practice how the world's ador'd, 
Teaches by proxy how we ought to bear 

The thousand ills, by which for heaven we're nurs'd- 

He of thsit thousand being by far the worst. 
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xu. 

How many others maj the muse recoiint, 
Who follow in that mitred sinnWs way ? 

But it disgusts to calculate th' amoimt 

Thus gambled iu their hypocritic play. 

Yet axe there, in the Apostolic fount 

Who bathe the wounded spirit night and day, 

Men whose bright virtue hides the others' stains 

While free from state corruption it remains. 



XUI; 

Yet " one would I select from that proiid throng/' 
Th' arch-mitred hero of antithesis ! 

Partly because he (fid my church some wrong,; 
And partly that I did some wrong to his^ . 

When I supposed he would remain too strong 
To be allured to bigotry's abyss ; 

Or that he'd not deem hberty the lighter, 

Even tho' his thoughts were burdened by a mitre. 

k2 
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XLIU. 

His little Grace conceived 'twas, necessary 

To give the church the spur^ — ^it halted so ;*— 

And I must here acknowledge he wa$ very 
Active in making his disciples ^o. 

So he grew antithetically merry, 

Let fly, but fell even- while he gave the blow. 

And thus the establishsd (?) church obtained a lift, 

Whose faith was lazy while its d^an was Swift. 



XlAV. 

Oh, for the power of gold— the almighty power 

That maketh great things small and small things great ! 

And, when the tempest^jlouds .aroimd you lower, 
Will lift you up to a securer seat, 

Above their strength : where the defeated shower 
Of ills may fall innocuous at your feet. 

And even the church adores the calf of gold 

When consciences or countries can be sold. 
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XLV, 

On whirl the rapid wheelst but can we pass 

Sweet Sloperton without one. grateful thought 

For him whose friendship taught me first to weave 
The song, that since yictoriouslj has fought 

With tyrant &te : — ^^who deigned to receive 
And smile upon the humble gift I brought 

To show the feelings jpf my thankful mind, 

As trifles tell the current of the wind. 



XLVL 

Bard of the world-^-idol of our own land, . 

Which owes to thee more than to Wellington ! 
Who did'st lift up to heaven thy minstrel hand, 

And scattered half the clouds that dimmed her sun, — 
Thou, who, where banded thousands Med to stand. 

And lost the enterixise ere yet begun, 
Redeem'dst from Tara'a halls the harp of songs, 
And won the world to weep above her wrongs :— 
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XLvn. 

If the long dimmed and persecuted name 

Of Erin now less timidly appears, 
And, like her inextinguishable flame, 

Bums not less trightlj for het-stornij years, 
Thou'st raised her glory, may*st thou share her feme ; 

And when her mountain record Ireland rears,' 
The name that catches last the sim's decline, 
And hails his rising — ^may that name be thine ! 



XLvni. 

And fain would I, who've felt thy kind regard. 

Breathe one warm wish in my deep soul's delight. 

I ccmnot boast the genius of a bard. 

And know no learned figures to indite ; 

But from a heart as true as mountain sward. 

Nature's unartful produce— wrong or right — . 

From that rough heart receive this patriot pray'r. 

That all which heaven can bless with thou may'st share. 
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XLPC. 

Now Windsor, proudest fiome of EogkiMf s kings, 
From 1x^086 glad forest in remote day 

The true-eyed fidcon spread his fiiithful wings. 
Cleaving the air on its instructed'way. 

Here, warm with lore's divine imaginings, 

Minstrels and knights, and lords and ladies gay, 

Brought to each bower within that paradise 

Sweet songs, bright C08tum<», and bewildering eyes* 



Oh for the days of England's merry mood, 

When the high-mettled chase went sweeping by ; 

And hound and horn awoke the solitude 

That loved to echo to their mingled cry : 

When many a forest cheered for Jlobin Hood ; 
When Ashby saw her yeomans* arrows fly ; 

When lute and song the hidden heart reveeded ; 

And woman's eyes led moharchs to the field. 
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LI. 

Oh for the days of England's bright rdmance, 

When valour strove, and woman w(ts the prize ! 

When list and pennon, steed and casque, and lance. 

And scutcheoned shield, that won the mirrored skies ; 

And trumpet's call, and wild plume's onward glance, 
Summoned the nation's glory to arise :. 

And th' warrior heart's romantic hope of winning 

Beauty whose smile would set a seraph sinning. 



Ln. 

Why did those days of chivalry go by ? 

Why is the toumays pride forsaken now ? 
Why is sweet woman wonwith glande and sigh, 

Without the wreath that binds the conqueror's brow 1 
Why did dull Commerce, with her miser eye. 

O'er knighthood's play-ground drive her burning plough ? 
Why gone the days no fiction could enhance. 
For history's page was written by Romance t 



AOOLFH. 119 



LIU. 

All things are changed, but few more changed than thee; 

Imperial Windsor I Nowthoucan'st but tell 
To the three isles of burdened beggary, 

If Sardanapalus eat his victuals well) - 
How he and his unwieldy Myrrha. flee, 

By the Yirginiia. waters' side to dwell 
A few ambiguous moments, &ce to &ce, 
like Dido and ^Sineas in the chase. ' 



LIV. 

Your uMmarcbs know of life but its delusions,-^ 
They know of dissolution but its terrors — 

They rob the poor^ocuin for their bo^urds' profusions—* 
They laugh at heaven and legalize their errors— 

They strangle conscience for its vile intrusions — 
They gild their vices for reflection's mirrors — 

They banish virtue to Siberian distance, 

And trample down the objects of existence. 
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LV. 

Existence! 'tis a diieam of darl^es^ filled 

With viaipn£f t^od evei>ti3| that opme and go 

like moment clouds, to shadow or tp gild 
The phases of our. fortune, here below. . 

Why do we then presumptuously h^d 

Babels illumed by pas8ion!s fiery glow ? 

Why are our day dreams ever on the crescent ; 

Yet, like our night dreams, vain lupid evAueaoent ? 



LVI. 

Or does no path thro' yon hoiizon lead, 

Which bounds our mortal vision, to some sphere 
Of yet uncurtained hap^nness, where, fireed 

From the gross follies that enchain us here. 
Regenerated man shall claim his meed, 

And walk thro' heaven the seraphim's compeer t 
If such there be, oh, let ihe not repine 
While human hope presumes that pathway mine. 
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Lvn. 

But if the hope— the pmjer — ^tbe anchor-creed 
Of christian law be meteors of the earth, 

Then may the humble, pocNr, and virtuous bleed 
And curse the destiny that gave them birth : 

Curse the blind chance that flung them as a weed 
Upon the surges' sweep— the surges' mirth. 

But hush the very thought — ^for God is here I 

I he€ur his love breathed thro' the veiy air. 



Lvni. 

I see him in the forest as it grows — 

I see him in the mountain as it stands; 

I see him in the beauty of the rose, 

I see him in the produce of the lands ; 

I see him in the sun that o'er me glows, 
I see him in the starlight's spirit bands, 

I see him in the awful judgment hour ; 

Coming with pomp, and majesty, and power 
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LDt. 

I see — ^I feel — ^I fear and I adore. 

Taint not, Thou Infidel, my glorious trust ; 
If, as thou teachest, we shall never soar 

Above the prison of our kindred dust ; 
Even thus existence I enjoy the more 

For promised immortality, and must, 
While the Redeemer's hope remains with me, 
Worth all the light of earth's^ philosophy. 



LX. 

Star of my life, eternal Hope I appear. 

Kindle thy radiance on my upward brow. 

For I have suflFered ! shine still calmly clear, 

For I have loved thee I dwell around me now 

For evil things beset me ! — ^while I steer 
My vessel frail, still be its beacon, thou ! 

Even wert thoii &ail as I, yet still I know 

My peace too well to think thou oould'st be so« 
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LXI. 

Hush 1 hark 1 whence those unwonted notes of woe ? 

In England's eye why the o'erflooding swell — 
The hurried bosom's agonizing throe, 

And the deep sorrows of the minute bell? 
Where hath " the insatiate archer" bent his bow 1 

Against some chief of Albion's citadel? 
Does sable mockery mourn a monarch's &11— ^ 
Or is the woe of one the woe of all? 



LXII. 

Know ye, when monarchs die the coffined clay 
Is borne with royal pomp and long parade 

To its eternal chamber of decay ; 

And when the prayer, by pensioned prelates prayed 

O'er th' embahn'd nothingness, hath died away, 
By the same prelates monarchy is laid 

Upon another monarch's care-crown'd head : 

But who transfers the crown of Gsnius dead ? 
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LXUl. 

Who can rebuild the tenement of soul^ — 

Fill the chaotic senate with its light — 
Win the unwilling mind to its control, 

And bear it on in its celestial flight — 
Up^mounting upwards — far beyond the goal 

Star-sentinelled &om less spiritual sight — 
Who thro' the applauding -lists like him advance ; 
Law in a word — and wisdom in a glance ? 

ON THE DEATH 

Alas ! that the heav'n-gifled spirit hath fled, 
The friend of the free, and the shield of the slave, 

And, alas 1 that the foot of a rival should tread, 
In the triumph of infamy over his grave 1 

Alas ! that a tyrant should ever arise, 

In that place whence the thimders of Freedom were hurl'd, 
By as lofty a soul as e'er sprang from the skies. 

The boast of his land, and the pride of the world. 
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But scarce grew the coldness of death thro' his clay, 
When the fiend of ascendancy shouted aloud, 

That the mighty one melted like snow in the spray, 
And that Freedom waa fated to share of his shroud. 



And will yc, who have listened wi^ pleasure and i»ide, 
When the silver-tongued God of the senate arose, 

Will ye tamely look on while his vassals deride, 
And grudge ev'n his ashes their dreary repose ? 



Forbid it, thou Qod ! of whose essence his mind 
Held such portion as doth the pale moon of the Sun ! 

Forbid it, all ye who are Mends of mankind. 

And love Liberty's champions, for CAt^NiNO was one i 



Forbid it, Columbia 1 for whom thousands fell. 

And the wail of the vassal ascended for years ; 

Yes ! well may the snows that eternally dwell 

On your mountains, melt down into tonents of tears. 

12 
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For his breath was the first that proclaim'd thee unchain'd, 
And fann'd thy bright flag when its folds were unfurrd ; 

With that breath he dispelled all the clouds that remained, 
And thou shon'st as he spoke, the first star of the world. 



Forbid it, bright land of the sword and the song ! 

On thy mountains the standard of Freedom is set, 
Thy hands are unfettered — thy glory is strong, 

But who gave thee those blessings thou can'st not forget. 



Thou can'st not forget that when nations looked on — 
Yea ! nations that pray'd to theXxod of thy pray'r — 

And beheld all thy glory and liberty gone, 
Who soothed thy sorrow and scattered thy tear ! 



Forbid it, green land, of the harp and the chain. 
Sad land of long centuries' struggles, forbid ; 

For tho' in thy battle his strength was in vain. 
Yet all could be done by a mortal he did ! 
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The light of his genius so brightened around thee. 
The strength of his spirit so mingled with thine, 

That where is the tyrant could bind as he bound thee, 
Or the brand of dissention fling back on thy shrine 1 



True, without ev'n his effort thy cause must succeed, 
For its pace is the giant's iippetuous stride ; 

Yet was't not thy pride, in the day of thy need, 

That he stood like aiiost 'gainst a host by thy side ? 



Coliunbia — Greece — Erin — ye Senator-souls, 
Whose proudest reward is your people's applause, 

Say, will ye not check the vile wrath as it rolls 
From lips never haUow'd by Liberty's cause 1 



Yes ! shield his great memory — ^tho' stainless it is, 
For he who subdued /A^m, nor heeds them, nor hears : 

Let the tear of affection for ever be kis, 
And the' curses of Freedom eternally theirs. 
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LXIV. 

Now in this vast and venerable pile, 

Still more, immortalized by Canning's clay 

Filled with mute grief to its remotest aisle 
The champion of the universe they lay. 

Here pause I too, partitioned for awhile 

From the loud world — self-curtained from the day- 

To muse mid shadowy centuries, whose events 

Crowd on my mind, mysterious and intense. 



LXV. 

Fit mausoleum for the living dead 

Victor of Time, and man, more mighty still 
In his brief reign ! how marvellously dread 

The pile whose form obeyed a mortal's will. 
The frowning walls reproach Jiis very tread. 

And point to tombs which Earth is proud to fill- 
Religion's martyrs and ambition's slaves 
Sleeping amid thy populace of graves. 
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LXVI. 

Parent of Contemplation 1 firom thy breast 
Adolph may drink the philosophic tide : 

And le€um 'mid tombs where mankind's greatest rest 
In pulseless dust that once was deified, 

How falls the plume from glory's dazzling crest, 

The monarch's sceptre and the stateman's pride : 

And thou wilt fit him for the scenes that lie 

Before his path beneath Columbia's sky. 



LXVIL 

Columbia ! Adolph means to turn to theci 

The tyrant's terror and the freeman's boast I 

To wake his lyre to themes of Liberty 
Along thy self-emancipated coast. 

Fling him not firom thee, but in kindness be 

What climes should be to those who love them most. 

To thee shall Adolph wake his future lyre 1 

Dim not his hope, nor damp the stranger's fire I 



'r 
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TO THE YEAR 1829. 

Herald of Doubt ! what blessings dost thou bring 
Beneath the veil of thy commissioned wing ; — 
What pedns, what pleasures, and what perils strange — 
What fortunes which no hmnan hand may change % 

m 

Shall proud Byzantium^s centuries of fame ^,, 

Become, at length, a shadow and a name — -V^"?^ 

Shall savage Russia drown her gay kiosks ; 
Or shall the crescent slill illume her mosques, 
And, self-unclouded, look with beam of pride 
Upon the vanquished Russia's refluent tide ? 
Speak, mystic stranger ! for thou know'st it all ; 
What kmg shall conquer, ot 'wYv8A.\Qii^ ^ti^sb^^^ 
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But no 1 the war's volcanic crash shall cease, 
And heaven sing down to earth the sounds of peace* 
The living lava may o'errun the land, 
Burning the gifts of Nature's generous hand ; 
And either be, by the engulphing rage, 
The Herculaneum of some future page. 
But human blood and Jiuman life are things 
Made for the sport of courtiers and of kings. 
Yea ! what has e'er been Battle's bloodiest play ? 
Some Tjnrant's pride — some Nation's holiday ! 
Then let the trumpet roll — the cannon roar ; 
Whose brow the laurel binds, I ask no more. 

CHi! let me rather, in my sorrow, seek 

What pillar of the heart thou com'st to iMreak 1 

What frietld is to be torn, in manhood's pride, 

By thy remorseless summons from our side — 

What hours, what days, what moons, what years of joy, 

Which fortune could not blight — ^nor time destroy, 

Wilt thou, in one despotic moment, tear 

And leave our hearts all lone and ruin'd here % 

She who, when birds were silent in their boughs, 

And stars stole out to hear our youthful vows, 

And dew-drops lov'd to see her brighter eyes, 

And rose-winds lov'd to woo her sweeter sighs — 

She who, at that dear time, amid the bow'rs. 

Would call on heaven to bless such love as ours; 
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And weep that time — 

but say, is she to &11, 
ITie dearest — ^fairest — ^loveliest of all? 
No— no— mysterious stranger ! do not wing 
Thy dart against so fond and &mr a thing ! 



Haply thou bring'st more blessings to the land 
Than thy precursor's parsimonious hand 
Hath scattered ! — Wilt thou check misfortune's pace, 
Will joy and plenty close thy happy race 1 

_ • 

Or wilt thou be like those whose race is nm, 

Or like frail man, a thing of storms and sun — 

Of sighs and smiles, and doubts, and hopes, and fears — 

Of feme and glory — pleasure, love, and tears. 

In whose vast flood the day-dreams of the mind 

Dissolve* and leave but broken hearts behind % 

How many uncreated yet thou'lt call 

Forth in the peasant's hut and prince's hall, 

To share awhile a mother's fond embrace, 

And light with years of hope a father's face ! 

Some in the bud thou'lt scatter to the earth, 

Blasting the hour of promise and of mirth ; 

Others ere yet their little hearts can gain 

One pulse— one sejise of joy, thou'lt crush with pain \ 

Others thou'lt lead along by calmer skies, 

Smiles on their cheeks and sunshine in their eyes. 
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And when thou join'st the wave of time below, 
Wilt leave to other years the work of woe. 

Oh, would'st thou draw thy shadowy veil aside, 
And shew the fate its simless foldings hide, 
How many a burning tear would never roll. 
How many a sin would never stain the soul ; 
How many, who now in friendship's accent spoke, 
Would drop the dagger from beneath the cloak. 
How many a ruffian anow of offence 
Fall pointless from the shield of Innocence, 
How many a foolish step and thoughtless act 
Would manhood check, and startled youth retract ; 
In fine, how nearer wpuld our nature be 
To God's own stamp— to immortality 1 

But stay, vain man ! thy sacriligious tread 
From lands whose page even seraphs have not read. 
In vain, presumptions man ! thou seek'st to be 
The Chaldean of the Godhead's mystery ; 
Touch not the ark in action or in thought, 
Is Uzza's fate neglected or forgot ?* 



* And when they came to Nachon*s threshing floor, Uzzah put forth 
his hand to the ark of God, and took hold of it ; for the oxen shook it. 

And the anger of the Lord was kindled against Uzzah, and God smote 
him there for his error ; and there he died by the ark of God. 

Samuel, chap. vl. ver. vi, and vii. 
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Rather the year in silent awe survey 
On its mysterious and eventful way ; 
And what from its impartial hand may &11 
Resign to Him who guides and governs all ; 
To Him who shakes the many mountain'd land, 
And metes the mighty oceans in his hand. 



And thou, rough stranger, strong tho' infant year I 
In tempests clothe thee or in sun appear, 
Still do I hail thee-— for thou hail'd'st me first. 
When from my limbs the British chains I burst, 
And saw my galley's virgin sails expand 
Their bosoms to this self-enfiranchis'd land ! 



How beat my fever'd pulse; — and strain'd mine eye, 

When the bold breezes of Columbia's sky 

Came, like the voice of Seraphs, to my soul. 

Wooing me on to Freedom's victor-goal ; 

On that Mr land, where, firom her mountain shrine 

She waves the flag that once she wav'd on mine. 

Yes 1 tho' no other blessing didst thou bear, 

Than thus to give me Freedom's atmosphere, 

I only ask of thee to let it last 

Ev'n till thy days be mingled with the past. 

m2 
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* " Where Freedom is there is my Country" so 

Spoke the Promethean Cosmopolite, 
When, Joshua-like, he bade the trumpets blow, 

And Tyrants tumbled from their boasted height ; 
" Where Freedom is there is my Country" so 

Say I, there let my future dwelling be. 
Where fearlessly against Columbians foe 

Fell Ireland's — Freedom's Son — Montgomery. 
Where Franklin's soul returned to its adored 

A world's redemption, his reward and prido; 
Where Washington to Man bequeath'd his sword, 

Myrtled around Harmodious' like, and died : 
Where, as from day to day, with pride I see 

No hireling bayonets muster, a pretence 
For tyrant's crimes — a nation's mockery — 

But Independency is its own defence. 
Where no increasing incubus of debt 
Upon the spirit of the land is set. 
Fiend-like to feed, as it hath fed for years. 
Upon the poor man's toils, the widow's tears ; 
But uncontroul'd by Court^ untax'd by Throne, 
What Industry possesses is its own. 
Oh happy people, and oh happy land, 
No trembling vassal waits his lord's command, 
Where all, in fine's as God would have it be, 
And blessed with ** happy homes and altars free 1" 

• Franklin. 
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Freedom to those who fight for fireedom — they 

Who Ve blooded Freedom's field with Freedom's fray, 

And saw, amid their gmis' exulting roar, 

The beaten tyrants fljnng firom their shore ; 

EVn as th' Hibernian Patriarch's hallow'd hand 

Banish'd the reptiles from my gem-like land : 

There scarcely this ionocuous genus jdelds, 

Another comes and wastes these fruitful fields, 

Where laugh'd the golden corn — and sprung the flowers 

Freshly as those of Eden's earliest bowers, 

Where Treachery was unknown and fear unfelt. 

And Age in smiles beneath its roof-tree dwelt, 

Where, at the banquet of her brother-kings, 

The harp was eloquent of love and gloryj 
Ere 80tx(^8 finger yet untun'd its strings, 

And Saxon fraud had mingled with its stoiy, — 
Which Heaven had gilded with her holiest smiles, 
And Earth had oall'd the holiest of her isles. 
Look at her now — ^yes, freemen ! — ^freemen's sons, 
Behold the modem* horde of Goths and Huns ! 
Behold the Reptiles ! where is now the hall— - 
The captur'd banner blazon'd on the wall — 
The song of mirth — the minstrel's raptur'd eye — 
The warrior's glance — the virgin's conscious sigh — 
God of the suffering ! thy bolt unbind, 
And fire to deeds the long degraded mind i 
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Too long, yet not too erringly, Iv^e stray'd 
From my design : but were thy bosom made 
Of marble, and there lived one pulse alone 
Within its wall, as life is foimd in stone, 
Would not thy country enter there and pray 
One patriot moment from thy onward way t 
Nor will one friend to Liberty repine 
If thus IVe pondered — ^for that country's mine. 

Hail, mystic year 1 whatever ill it brings, 
'Tis not too lofty for Religion's wings 
To soar above it, leaving those, who throw 
Their safety on the weaker world, below. 
'Mid my dark hours Bhould sunslune interpose, 
I bow before the Godhead who bestows. 
Come smiles, come tears, I'm equally content. 
For those I'm thankful as for these I'm sent : 
Glad in each &te this earth my spirit yields, 
And spreads its pinion for th' emp3nrean fields. 



t 
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CHAMP DE MAI. 



^ Bonaparte, habited in a crimson tonic, and sarrounded by marshals, 
nobles, and dignitaries, from the platform in the open area dutribated 
the eagles of the different regiments, and viewed the troops alternatelj 
as they filed off in slow time before him/' Stories of Waterloo, 

Thou of earth's mighty mightiest ! Victor king ! 
Prince of the world's potentates ! Crowned Caesar ! 
Unwarned Balshazzar of the " Eternal City l"^ 
Whom dangers loVe as moths the mortal blaze — 
Upon whose breath cameleon millions feed — 
Wonder and dread of nations, hail to thee ! 
Again thou com'st^ a burning thunderbolt 
Launched by the hand of fate to shake our orb 1 
There, girt by Princes and by Prelates round, 
Preachers of heaven, but vassals of thy will, 
Thou sittest exalted on the imperial throne, 
Clothed in silk and gold, and ermined purple, 
And the far Orient's priceless pearls and plumes. 
To swell thy pageant deafening plaudits roar 
Like the deep voice of the delirious sea, 
And earth's artillery rivals that of heaven. 
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The birds of Jove are here to wing thy &me 
To the remotest shores, thy mandate's slaves 1 
Courtiers on courtiers brilliantly arrayed, 
And marshall'd pomp of military men« 
And France's gathered chivalry are thine 1 
And now the mitred minister of peace, 
And he, the Apostle of the Vatican, 
Before that blazing altar's haUowed splendor, 
Implore the Omnipotent for France and thee. 
Again the iron throats of many guns 
Lift up the echoing sanction of their thunderst 
Which find an echo in a million hearts. 



See, as thou speak'st, how every accent fiills, 

Like gold into the lap of Avarice, 

Upon thy people : thou, indeed, art skill'd 

To rule the passions of the populace ; 

Deep taught in the dark labyrinth of the mind, 

Thou need'st no Ariadne to direct 

Thy pleasure thro' its most mysterious ways. 

Unrivalled in thine own philosophy, 

Thou " laugh'st at man, and laughing wins't" his love ; 

Hah ! dost thou kiss with thy polluted lips 

That sacred book the breath of Heaven inspired 1 

Dost thou not see before thy vision pass 

The murdered victims of thy red ambition ? 
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Pause — ^pause, thou glittering Moloch ! has thy bark 
Not bounded onward thro' a sea* of blood, 
Wafted by breath of curses. See thy hand % 
Stained with the massacre of AusterlitZy 
And yet it trembles not ! Thy heart is stone, 
Thy soul is blinded, or the thousand ghosts 
That howl upon the midnight Pyrenees, 
Had pour'd a sheet of blood upon the page ; 
Thy ear is deaf, or thou hadst heard no sound 
But that which Russia's snows can never hush. — 
The deed is ratified — the die is cast — 
'Tis done, and thou art Emperor once more. 



Who are these chiefs that slowly now approachy 
In bright habiliments, the royal throne. 
Bearing the lightning baimers of the land 
That flashed before the desperate Mameluke, 
And broke the stony sleep of Egypt's kings 
Long sepulchred within their wondrous tombs ? 
God ! what a spirit-stirring spectacle ! 
See ! with what ardour springing from his throne 
And shooting thro' the dsizzled multitude 
The electric thrill of his superior mind. 
The Emperor dashes off his purple robe 
To meet the silken heralds of his copquests. 
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Ambition ! here's thy highest elevation ! 
Earth's millions cannot lift thy pinion higher. 
Pride, glory, conquest, pomp, dominion, power, 
Unfallen, michecked, undimmed, are slaves to thee. 
And now full fifty thousand hearts that slune, 
Like mirrors faithful to thy proud reflection, — 
Banners in countless thousands, and the blaze 
Of military splendoUr, and the crash 
Mingled melodiously of martial music, 
The wave of plumes and sheen of helmed heads, 
And spears and swords, and marshalled musketry, 
All pass devotedly beneath thine eye. 
Ready again to cloud the moimtain tops, 
And rain a bloody deluge on the earth. 



And what is all this bauble — ^like the ball 
That boyhood blows into the reckless air, 
That breaks its varied colours with a breath. 
Better and safer hadst thou not aspired 
Beyond the sphere where thou alone couldst bless, 
And like the saviour of the western world. 
Immortal Washington, sceptred and crowned. 
With a free nation's love — a nation's pride, 
Not with those gilded perishable things 
Whose flashes blast thy country's independence. 
For they are vanity. 
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TO THE MOON. 



Written at sea in August^ 1828. 

Mother of light and beauty ! hear my prayer ; 
And from thy stormless throne of stars above, 
Whence thou beholdest earth, and sea, and air, 
Oh look upon that spot of home and love ; 
That dwelling of my soft and gentle Dove, 
With all her little ones beneath her wings — 
And say if adverse storm presumes to move 
The shelter from her solitude, or flings 
Its desolating bolt against my fluttering things 

N 
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Yes, turn thy gaze upon my Mary's brow, 
My fond — my fair — my melancholy one- 
Doth she not gaze on thee as I do now, 
And doth not the same stream of feeling run 
Through both ? As thou art lighted by £he sun, 
E'en so doth she reflect the4ight of thought 
From this far distant heart — and thus, upon 
The young beneath her ray, is there not brought 
Their sire's reflected smile — though lessen'd not forgot ? 



Oh ! tell me if my Mary's cheek be pale, 
And tell me if my Mary's eye be wet, 
And tell me if the separating wail 
Is lingering on her lip of sweetness yet ! 
That hour of sorrow I can ne'er forget. 
It pour'd the soul out from its inmost shrine, 
And many a gem of thought before me set, 
Long imdiscover'd in the mental mine. 
Till sad love brought it forth o'er my dark path to shine. 
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And tell me if my Maiy thinks on all 
The hours we spent beneath thy holy light, 
Or listening te the distant water&ll, 
Or speaking of young love's divine delight, 
Or of our home, and those who made it bright, 
Our young ones— each with some maternal trace 
Which made them dearer to my heart and sight ; 
For aught that seemeth of her form or face 
Becomes a part of her in beauty or in grace ? 



And if thou ever speaVst to dwellers h«re, 
Tell her each breeze that passes homeward by 
Lingers obedient to my ardent prayer 
To be the messenger of many a sigh. 
When morning opes, and evening shuts the sky. 
Tell her my thoughts are of her, and my my heart 
Throbs that some ship may lift her wings on high. 
And bid her from her mateless isle depart. 
And thee, my bosom, cease to be the thing thou art ! 
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And she will hang with transport on thy voice^ 

And she will rush unto the sounding shore, 

• 

And tread the peopled galley, and rejoice 
In the wind's transport £uad the ocean's roar, 
So they but bear her to this breast the more : 
And she will fly unto this heart of woes, 
And bi4, as oft her spell-word bade before, 
Its wilderness to blossom as the rose^ 
And joy's untroubled fount its purest springs unclose. 



Oh that the world and the world's ills should e'er 
IHvide the fond in heart — the pure in mind ! 
Oh that its stcmns affection's rose should sear, 
And fling its close-clasp'd leaves upon the wind 1 
But let it be— the root remains behind : 
Yes, Mary ! love shall never all decay ; 
The rains may loose the leaves, the storms unbind ; 
But where there blush'd the blossom yesterday, 
Another shall arise to bless another day t 
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Tell her all this, mild Empress of the fnain ! 
And that, until our meeting, mine must be 
The martyr mind of separation's pain. 
Farewell — ^farewell awhile, to her and thee. 
That calmly sinkest o'er the distant sea ! 
And when again, on the Atlantic's swell. 
Thou fling'st thy shaft of silw brilliancy, 
Mayst thou come upward stormlessly to tell 
Glad tidings of my Love. Mother of Ught, fiurewell t 



Veiling her face behind a silver cloud 

She sinks into the calm waves silently ; 

And faint and fednter shed yon lessening crowd 

Their starry lustre on the shoreless sea. 

Adieu, enchanting night, to them and thee ! 

Sweet was the solace my lone spirit drew 

From breathing thus my. heart's rude minstrelsy : 

Heavy the hours shall plod ere thou renew 

Thy fiury reign again^-^ill then. Sweet Night, adieu I 

n2 
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LINES 



Written in a Church^Yard in the tointer of 1829. 



I. 

Be thy foot&Il light as dew, 

GeneratioDs eleep below ; 
Through the bne and shivering yew 

List I how sad the breezes blow. 
Coldly, from her starry keep, 

Watches the ascendant moon, 
O'er the couches where they sleep j 

Ah I too many and too soon. 
Like fruitage blossoms, in the play 
Of sudden blasts, tliey fell way. 
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II. 

They, our buried friends, were then 

Full of promise, — ^full of power : 
They were honoured among men, 

They were loved in beauty's bower, 
They had coffers full of gold, 

They had couch of silk and down, 
Now they mingle with their mould 

Never honoured with renown. 
Thus it is with mortals here, 
Equal boast and equal bier. 



m. 

Stranger I see, in snowy shroud, 

How the headstones, tall and white. 
Like a stirless spectre crowd. 

Coldly gaze upon the night. 
In the moonlight, on the trees, 

Sleeps the snow-wreath pure and white, 
-Never broken by the breeze, 

Never melted by the light — 
And the leafless branches seem 
Turned to silver ia the beam. 
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IV. 

Here, even in this voiceless ground, 

There are voices loudly spoken ; 
Here's the Judgment-trumpet's sound, 

Though the silence is unbroken. 
Here the living learn to live, 

Their preceptors are the dead. 
Lore of life the grave CEin give, 

Though its tenant's life hath fled. 
WeD, oh grave, the wise may flee, 
And wisdom's lesson learn of thee. 



V. 

Tatter'd peasantr— ermin'd peer — 

Beauty's pride and conqueror's plume ; 
All are coldly equal here, 

Last republic of the tomb. 
Once thy mystic waters past, 

No release and no return ; 
The immortal die is cast. 

Beacon lights no longer bum. 
Spare me till I learn from thee 
To navigate thy mystic sea. 
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EVENING. 

Written at Hohoken. 

When evening o'er the Hudson's waters spreads, 

And leaves are playing with the gentle wind, 
And wild flowers wave their dew-bespangled heads. 

And Nature wooes U9 like a thing of mind ; 
I love by its romantic side to stray, 

To hear the bargeman's lessejning hum afiur, 
To watch the splendor of the dying day, 

And hail the rise of contemplation's star. 



Oh ! where in nature is the fairy spot 

That vies with this upon the Hudson's side, 
Where, like the peaceful course of childhood's thought, 

Thro' fields and flowers the silver waters glide : 
Where o'er us, like a veil, the willow's bend 

And leafy couches woo us to repose : 
Oh happy, here, with but one faithful firiend 

To feel our lives like that calm sunset close ! 
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A NIGHT-STORM ON THE ATLANTIC. 

Fair was the mom, and calm the noon, and cool the evening's 

breath, 
And, save a bosom-heave, the sea was spiritless as death : 
The evening beams, mid clouds of gold, went down before our 

way, 
As though they'd lead our pilgrim-ship to lands as bright as 

they. 

And some who loved the sunset-sea were gathered on the deck ; 
Some watched the evening star that rose, a scarce distingushed 

speck ; 
Some praised the varying heaven that grew more gloomy and 

more grand, 
Far as itself from earth beyond the skill of painter's hand. 

And some bewailed the absent wind, aild some their absent feres, 
And some who wail'd nor wind nor worlfl, laughed out at others' 



t. 
cares ; ' , 



Some in that dewy time shed tears — the lov6less and the lon< 
And some filled deep the memory-cup to loves and pleasures 
flown. 

In sooth, they were a varied group, in climate ahd in creed. 
But braver hearts had never urged the battle's thundering speed; 
And woman, yoimg and fond, was there — oh ! where is she not 

found ; 
By fever's bed — on ocean's surge— on war's volcanic ground t 
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But Where's that star of silver gone, as bright as beauty s eye i 
And see yon little cloud that climbs along the silent sky — 
'Tis black, but yet 'tis beautiful, beside the crimson blaze, 
That like a conflagration fills the wanderers' dazzled gaze. 



More watchful now the chieftain's eye — ^more loud the growing 

gale, 
Aloft — aloft the seamen fly and reef the baffling sail \ 
And oh, too faithfully they tell how &lse this smiling scene— 
The sullen brow — ^the thoughtful eye— and the abstracted mien. 



A&x — afar the waters wake — ^the tempest shakes their track. 
And o'er the sky-fields legion-clouds are moving big and black ; 
He comes — ^ho comes with winged speed — strong hand and 

Hghtning-eye, 
lifts the huge ocean firom its bed and blazes through the sky. 



And now he scatters flash on flash — ^now thunders peal on 

peal — 
Now with mad surges sweeps the decks,—- now lifts the naked 

keel ; 

" Call up the watch !" — ^no time for sleep— away the bulwarks 

go- 
Thunders above, and fiends around, and boiling gulfe below 1 



156 MISCELLANEOUS. 

Danger and storm, and death and fear, and thou, undying night I 
Say, have ye charmed from hell's deep fires the workers of your 

mights 
Fling ye your Titcin rage to heaven to shroud its holy blue, 
With all your strength of darkness lest one star should silver 
• through ? 



Oh for the morn — the sacred mom ! 'twere hope to those who 

roam — 
No beacon but the lightning's flash, no pathway but the foam. 
Thou, Grod of mercy ! spare — oh, spare ! till daylight be begun. 
That we may, like the Parsee, die beneath the blessed sun ! 



Our pray'r is heard, the storm is luU'd, we breathe of hope and 

heav'n. 
And from the rosy gates of mom the demon clouds are driven ; 
The light — the pure and living light, once more illumes the main, 
The burning fever-hour is past — we live — we live again. 



Thou wiliest " not the sinner's death !" Qh God ! thy words 

are truth ; 
I feel in my maturer hours what I but learned in youth ; 
And while my future journey tends o'er life's uncertain sea. 
However dark my fortune's frown, oh I turn my hopes to thee. 
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THE WORLD OF DREAMS. 



The world of dreams — the world of dreams, 

Where the glorious visions play ! 
It hath happier people and sweeter streams, 
And holier bowers and brighter beams, 
Than the world we walk by day. 



The world of dreams— the /woxid of dreams I 

To the field of the mimic dead, 
A thousand bright creations come. 
Like armies called by the gathering drum, 
Ere the first hot blood be shed. 



The world of dreams — the world of dreams I 

I love the night's fond sway ; 
For she leads us on to that spirit-land, 
Where we may wander, hand in hand, 
With those who have passed away. 
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The world of dreams — the world of dreams i 

Few sorrows C€ui enter there : 
There's food in its bowers, there's health on its hillsi 
There are music and wine in its sparkling rills, 

And freshness in its air. 



The world of dreams — the world of dreams ! 

When up the morning springs ; 
It dies like the bird on the winter's plains^ 
But the golden plumage-hue remains, 

Undarkened upon its wings. 



Thus, world of dreams — sweet world of dreams, 
Thy glory liveth on ; 

And ofl mid the toilsome noontide hours 

I'll fancy I walk thy fairy bowers : 

So linger my love and my thoughts upon 
Thy memory's rays when thou art gone. 



vuciLLAirEom. S.fl9 



ON SEEING A PRINT, ENTITLED 



" Soldat Oree defendant Ventre6 tm defitP 



I. 

1 

Bparta and Marathon 

Call on the shades, 
That have hallowed jour fields 

TTith their blood and their blades. > 
Crimson Thermopjlas, 

Thou too wilt rise ; 
For the vdce of thy blood 

Must ascend to the skies. 



■n 
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n. 

Yea, speak of your land 

Where your mighty ones dwell 
With Brutus and Washington, 

Emmet and Tell ; 
And B&y tbatitteems, 

By its own mystic power, 
Like the blood of Narcissufi 

With liberty's flower. 



m. 

Oh, bid them, behold 

This defler. of death ; 
His handx>n hismiuket, . 

Hia knee on the< heatk ; 
And his eye on the Othman, 

As tho' the lughgarae 
Of Hellas' salvation 

Were cast oa his.aim. 
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rv. 

Sonof Leonidas, 

Nurseling of slaughters, 
That mingled their blood-teara 

With Salamis' waters ; 
Not vainly has Freedom 

Resigned thee her trust, 
As the foul blood confesses, 

Thou'st poured to the dust. 



V. 

Pythagoras 1 £un 

Would my spirit beUeve 
The doctrines thou'st taught 

Were not taught to deceive ; 
Else why did not centuries 

Cluench or control 
The fire of that eye, * 

Or the strength of that cnul^ 
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In the war-shaken valley,* 

The bonea that are spread. 
Are starting to life 

From the dust of the dead. 
Then awake, ye that slumber I 

The chain of your story, 
Tho* dark are some links, 

Is electric with glory. 



vn. 

Awake! let jrour pride 

Be the land of your birth : 
And still let that land 

Be the watchword of earthf 
Fight on by the banner 

Which Freedom unfurledv 
And pray that its folds 

May overshadow the wotW: 

' Ezekiel, chap, xxxvii. ver. 10. 

t Despite of every yoke she bears, 
Thi^ land is glory's still, i^d theirs : 
'Tis still a watchword to the eartfau 
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ON SEEING A PRINT, ENTITLED 



" Femme Chrepie^HOtendmt Pisiue tPun combat.* 



Who £rom joDdex rocky peak 
Watches with dilated eye, 

Streaming hair, and pallid cheek, 
Lips apart and piisoned sigh 

O'er the bloody field bebw,— <- 

Battle's fortiiiie-*«4miid and foe t 
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n. 

Home abandoned and forgot, 

War Tinfeared and foe disdained, 

She has climbed the fearful spot 
Foot of man has never stained. 

Where the eagle safely sleeps, 

There the wife her vigil keeps. 



m. 

Oh, the strength of woman's love ! 

Oh, the reach of woman's power ! 
In passion and in peace a dove, 

A Uoness ia danger's hour : 
No joy her smile may &il to grace 
No care that smile may not e&ce. 
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IV. 

Look! a boy of youthful yea»| 
Reckksa of his Other's fray, 

Reckless of his mother's fears, 
Sleepsthebattle^hour away. 

Happy— happy— happy boy, 

Still dream «b thy dream ttf joy I 



•.■*■ 



t 



it, 

« 



'4. 



"Hah! he fronts the lines of death 

" And the cannon's murd'rous flash, 

** Now I feel its fiery breath, 

" Now I hear the sabres' crash : 

** Where is he ? oh, Saviour mild, 

" Spare him — spare him for his child \^ 
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t 









VI. 

Fear not ! if the God of love 

Grant a prayer, that prayer is thine. 
See thy ark's returning dove, 

See the branch of promise shine 
Freedom triiunphs — ^Heaven has smiled-* 
God has saved him for hib child. 



VINIS. 



NOTES 

to 



CANTO I. 

Note 1. 

'* At the Divan t00*«c qfien rrui lo!gv/A«r.*'~Page 25. 

The Diran is a place of fashionable resort io the Ticinitj of the tvro leading 
Loodoo theatres; and derives its appellatioa from the orientalism of its fumi- 
tare and its fare. 

CANTO U. 

Note 1. 

^^ And he who lately at you altars «<oo<f.**~-Page 72. 

The late Rev. D. Lyons, Chaplain to the Ursaline Convent near th« citj of 
Cork. • 

Note 2. 

** Fes, fhmey ! Hutu, qf many ecenee a7oiM.*'~Psige 74. 

Femej is situated on the river Lee, and is the seat of William Crawford, Ju- 
nior, Eiiq. a gentleman whose patriotism has been no lesseierci^d to establish his 
coontrj*s welfare than his benevolence to administer to that of his fellow-citisenf. 

NoTi 3. 

** There lies the vfrtath-and-helm-sunnounied bier 

Where slumbers FreedonCs wizard bard — the chief. '*^ — ^Psg« 77. 

In the midst of his (Lord Byron^s) own brigade, of the troops of the govern^ 
ment, and of the whole population, on the shoulders of the officers of Ills corpse 
xelieved occasionally by other Greeks, the most precious portion of his honoured 
remains was carried to the church, where lie the bodies of .Marco Bozzaris and 
of General Normann. There we laid them down ; the coffin was a rude, ill-con- 
structed chest of wood; a black mantle served for a pall, and over it we placed 
a helmet and a sword, and a crown of laurel. But no funeral pomp could havt 
left the impression, nor spoken the feelings of this simple ceremony. — | 

Pabbt's last DATS OF Loso Bnoff. 
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Notb4. 

** Mark ycu the rocky heartt qfSuU Men, 
7%at idol-€hi^in*s ehoMOi cilodeX.'*— Fa|^ 78. 

Lord Byron Ind taken a mall corps of Saliotei into his own pay, and 
tbem aboat him ai a body gaard.~FABBT^ lait dati, iic 

Son 5, 
" Ifidikg ihai rapid river vhiek qf yore.**— Page 88. 

Tydide, oiene Hiacis occambere campis 

NoQ potuisse ? Cnaque animam banc effimdere dextra f 

Saevus ubi, iEacide telo jacet Hector, ubi ingeos 

Sarpcdon, ubi tot Simois correpta sab undii 

Scuta rirum galeaiq : et fortia corpora volvit 

iEiiEiDos, Lib. 1. 
Note 6. 
" 7%e Honourable and Right Rsvtrwd the Z^r(2.**— Page 112. 

Lest, notwithstanding the well-known security of Religion in this happy cm 
tiy, from state alliance and corruption, the Author should be misunderstood; 
conceives it necessary to say, that the application of this and the four succen 
stanzas is confined to what, in Great Britain, is unreasonably and ridicnloa 
termed " the Established Church.** 

Note 7. 

" On sbJUt/ tte ngiid toheelt, but can toe pats 

Sweet Sloperton vfithoui one grat^ttl thovghiJ**— Page 1 15. 

Sloperton is the residence of Thomas Moore, Esq. author of Lalla Rog 
The Irish Melodies, &c. and is situated near Devizes, Wiltshire, Eno;Iand. 

Note 8. 

»• To thee shall Adolph wake his future lyre! 
Dim not hie hope, nor damp the stranger^ sJireP^ 

Page 129. 
It is the Author's intention to extend the poem through several more stan: 
to be devoted to the various brilliant events which have occurred in thii coui 
during the last fifty years, and which, he thinks, are now too exclusively lef 
the keeping of History. 
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